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SACRED LAYS. 



''LIFE FROM THE DEAD:* 

/^FT to night-wanderer through the darkness 
^^ dense, 

From some hid flower, unheeded in day's glare. 
Floats fragrance sweeter from the still night air ; 
Lone bird or pebbly brook with quickened sense 
He listens to. Of light with gaze intense 
Greets he least glimmer. So my life's day gone 
From night more still some heed, some reverence 
May my voice win, truth witnessing, that shone 
Light of my path, whence winter had erased 
Earth's flowers. Light of His love, the cross upon 
Man's sin who bore to form of man abased. 
" Life from the dead" my lays were \ if they one 
Pilgrim to Jesus point, one loiterer haste. 

Then were my border-land not all life's waste. 
1870. 

''PROEMr 
** The desert shall blossom as the rose.** 

Isaiah xxxv. i. 

" AA Y tale is told," my threescore years and ten, 

^^ Measure of days God's Word allots to men. 
If for more meetness adds His love more length. 
Sorrow and labour warns He is " their strength ;" 

B 



^'Proemy 

Sorrow — with years' bereavements sad increase ; 
Labour — life's battle but with life will cease. 
What barren track doth to my gaze expand, 
Surely I now have reached my border-land, 
Hid in its shadows lurks not far off death. 
My languid frame it chills with icy breath ; 
Dread were this gloom, but dwell my longing eyes 
On sunset light, that glows in yon near skies. 
Leads me my shepherd in His narrow path. 
Path that illumed His Holy Spirit hath ; 
Border-land dreariest ever mortal trod 
Blooms as a garden, walks He with His God. 
Walk with* ttiy God I would, as little child 
Led by fond mother, when clouds gather wild 
And the road rough is, to her hand it clings, 
Cheerily in glee of heart's full trust it sings 
Carol of home ; nor with night's shades perplext 
Questioi>s, as I aged pilgrim, whither next ? 
Border-land won, its culture is my care ; 
How shall its peace for endless peace prepare ? 
How shall I work, what do in life's decay ? 
Lest my faith fail and I be cast away. 
Not of myself, God's gift, I know is faith ; 
" Occupy till I come" yet the Lord saith. 
Ended are labours active life employed. 
What duties age befitting fill the void ? 
Has God decreed, " my strength is to sit still," 
Rest is my duty, quietness His will. 
Days of my pilgrimage so nigh are spent, 
In hope I rest, to watch and wait— content ; 
Perils will come, my border-land assail 
Resting on rock, — God's Word, — faith cannot fail. 



" Proem:' 3 

Though to and fro doubt's winds and waves may toss 

Jesus I cleave to, closer to His cross. 

His peace possessing, what is there of worth 

That I should grieve life's fast decay on earth. 

Earth of its verdure winter hath bereft, 

Yet golden leaves autumnal I have left. 

Lone is my home, but sweet seclusion made, 

By mountain grandeur, lake and sylvan shade ; 

Comforts abound its loneliness to cheer. 

Companions dearest, wife and children dear ; 

But she, my mate, half century's heart-mate, 

For her I mourn ; to tend her crippled atiHe 

Is life's devotion ; that she breathe fresh air 

Daily my task to trundle her in chair ; 

Daily my care to shelter her enough, 

Lest the light zephyrs visit her too rough. 

Communion sweet ! our sweetest hymn — and prayer ; 

She is my parish, mutual help we share ; 

For when to her I read from sacred book, 

Lesson responsive is her patient look. 

Unworthy am I of such precious charge 

Yet would I fain my duties' sphere enlarge ; 

He to whom Jesus is by grace made known, 

Woe if he hides the gift for self alone ! 

Woe if he holds it not for others' use ! 

But how sh2^11 1 that light of life diffuse ? 

Home-kept by age, and home's most tender ties. 

How breathe abroad the thoughts that in me rise. 

When on God's love in Jesus I reflect. 

To babes revealed, that worldly-wise reject ; 

How tell what worship soul and sense engross 

Looking to Jesus, glorying in His cross. 

B 2 



4 " Proeniy 

Better not bom — yea, better not new born 

If work nor word His doctrine shall adorn. 

As of old counsel figures flight of bird, 

I by like sign to energy am stirred. 

From 'neath my feet a tiny lark upsprings, 

Singing it soars, and as it soars it sings ; 

In light soon lost, in radiance obscure. 

Fleeter it fades, flows melody more pure ; 

The welkin round its winsome warbling fills, 

With gladness my heart swells, with sadness thrills. 

Only could praise such ravishment inspire ; 

Suggests that minstrel utterance I desire. 

Praise nature prompts, all nature in accord, 

** Birds of wing, beasts, all cattle praise the Lord," 

Doctrine divine may simple hymn embalm. 

Salvation's truth be treasured in a psalm. 

Time has not spared me faculty of speech. 

With tongue persuasive slumbering souls to reach ; 

Though frail my frame, my heart is fresh and young, 

Yet may its fulness flow in tide of song. 

Rough though its swell, the booming waves may fall 

In solemn whisperings, if not musical. 

I'ruth they who seek, discern a voice sincere. 

Witness most trusty deem they vision near. 

Truth my voice urges, as with dying breath. 

Faith's near fruition mine eye witnesseth. 

As fabled swan I sing at life's last verge, 

But grateful heart's hosanna, not a dirge. 

Song of the I^mb^His blood — to laud its worth 

In heaven they cease not, nor would I on earth ; 

Night's wakeful watch, day-visions I employ. 

If vaii> the labour, yet the toil is joy. 



''Proem:' 5 

Pure joy is song that, Jesu's love its theme, 

Reiterates redemption's wondrous scheme. 

The lark's blithe carol chaunted from blue skies 

Charmed me lone wandering with a glad surprise ; 

Not so I sing, forgotten, as one dead, 

Yet voice from tomb some reverent awe may shed ; 

Voice from hid deeps that border-land have been 

Audience may wake, as lark's from heights unseen. 

Would that my lays one heavenward thought inspire. 

Of truth one spark may kindle sacred fire. 

Of praise all earnest songs will Jesus bless, 

That tell His glory and His name confess. 

How earnest mine He knows, to whom ascends. 

Prayer that with all my hallelujah blends. 

Hope my task cheers, sweet foretaste of reward. 

If men " like angels" things below regard. 

By joy of earth if heaven's joys are increased, 

Bliss if I enter, of all blest the least, 

I may from high behold some mourner find 

Solace for sad, relief for anxious mind 

Listening my lay§. Would they had clarion voice 

To bid that mourner in Christ's love rejoice : 

Would they had clear expressive power to show, 

Where but to Jesus should the troubled go, 

Jesus — the Man of sorrows — is not He 

*• With feeling touched of our infirmity ?" 

Where but to Him, whose life-blood did atone, 

Shall sinner breathe his penitential groan ? 

Where seek the peace for which the weary pant ? 

Peace Jesus gives. His peace for every want — 

Love, by His cross to man is manifest 

That God is love, and glory gives and rest. 



6 " Peacer 

Thy singer Lord, Thou wilt restrain his lay, 
Nor suffer from Thy truth revealed to stray ; 
Truth if I sing, and " walk in'' to life's close 
My border-land will blossom as the rose. 
1870. 

''PEACEr 

** Peace through the blood of His Cross." 

Col. i. 20. 

DEACE-GIVING Saviour! life's dread night draws 

near, 
What but Thy Peace my panting soul can cheer ? 
What now is gain, when all of earth is loss ? 
" Peace through the blood of Thine atoning Cross." 

Fountain for guilt, life's conscious shame records 
" How much the world's, how little was my Lord's !" 
Each precious drop of worth a world to win 
From the foul grasp of Satan and of Sin. 

In dreary deeps from wave to wave doubt drifts. 
Till the heart's veil Thy Holy Spirit lifts ; 
Then to Thy Cross faith cHngs, oh, refuge blest ! 
Home to the wanderer, to the weary rest. 

** How shall I come ?" the faint believer cries. 
" Strong in my strength," the Word of Life replies ; 
Come, naked Pilgrim ! to thy mansion press. 
Come, clad in robe of mine own righteousness. 

Life's craving void Thy fulness, Lord, can fill ; 
Life's troublous waves Thy presence bids " be still :" 
Firm and serene the soul awaits its flight; 
Death's valley dark Thy love illumes with light. 



" Holy, Holy, Holy^ 7 

Breathes o'er decay some fragrance of repose, 
Through twilight's gloom some tender radiance glows, 
Dawn of thy day, where Peace abides, and Joy 
Care cannot dull, grief hurt, nor sin destroy. 

Oh, love supreme ! oh, Peace surpassing thought ! 
Thou for Thine own this perfect Peace hast wrought. 
Calm is life's wane ; Thy comforts Lord increase : 
Heart, mind. Thou keepest, — Jesu ! Prince of Peace ! 
1870. 



''HOLY, HOLY, HOLYr 

Rev. iv. 8. 

pATHER, Creator, Thine eye ever sees us. 

Held by Thy hand, in Thee we live and move ; 
Love Thy new name is, glorified in Jesus, 
Sinners to seek and save, sent by Thy love. 

Son of God incarnate. Son of Man Redeemer, 

Mystery of Mercy, Jesus Lord of all. 
Bold to Thy throne of grace come we without tremor. 

Bought by Thy blood, obedient to Thy calL 

Come Holy Spirit, doubt and fear dispelling, 
With love and truth our hearts and minds illume ; 

All things that Jesus said or did here dwelling. 
Bring to remembrance. Comforter come. 

God in three persons worship we in Trinity, 
Rendering to each peculiar prayer and praise ; 

One in Jehovah's ineffable infinity, 

Each with love's office fallen man to raise. 

1870. 



3 " Printed m a Book — Graven in Rocky 

''JESUS CHRIST THE SAME YESTERDAY, 
TO' DA r, AND FOR EVER,'' 

Heb. xiiL 8. 

/^H, the weary, weary changes, 
^^ T?ime works in this world of woe, 
Sad and dreary memory ranges 
O'er the past of all below. 

Comfort ye that time can never 
Quench of love divine the flame ; 

Yesterday, to-day, for ever, 
Jesus, Thou art still the same. 

Yesterday, and all the ages. 

Rolling o'er rebellious earth, 
Sinful man Thy care engages. 

Same as when Thou gavest him birth. 

Same to-day Thy love will cherish 
All who seek Thy face to-day ; 

Not a little one shall perish. 
None that come be cast away. 

Nor Eternity can sever 

One from Thee who loves Thy name ; 

Yesterday, to-day, for ever. 

Lord, Thy love abides the same. 
1870. 



^'PRINTED IN A BOOK—GRA VEN IN ROCKr 

Job xix. 23-24. 
" VJTTOULD that my words were printed in a book — 
^^ Graven in rock!" cried Job : The eternal mind, 

God's will, who seek in printed book may find, 
Into the counsels of the Highest look : 




" Roser 9 

The wondrous plan the Father's love designed, 
The wondrous work the Son's love undertook, 

Fallen man by love to raise ; each breathing line 
Graven by pen inspired. Record so writ 

In words self-witnessing their truth divine, 
The Church hath kept, from age to age transmit. 

Dark were its pages did not Jesus shine, 
Light of the light by which that lamp is lit ; 

My graven rock ! There cleaves my faith secure, 
From sceptic scoff, or ritualistic lure. 
1870. 



" rose:' 

VJTTE leave thee lone, in lodging cold, 

^^ Soon winter's Alpine snows. 
In fleecy winding-sheet will fold 
Rossinibres' faded Rose. 

Not Alpine blast, nor winter bleak. 
Can darken thought of thee ; 

Yet glow the words thou last didst speak. 
" Yes, Jesus, He loves me." 

A light then o'er thy pale face passed, 

A rapture solemn, sweet. 
As when the ransomed spirits cast 

Their crowns at Jesu's feet. 

Peace bides upon thy lone Swiss grave, 
Peace from each circling hill ; 

But, ah! the peace that Jesus gave. 
Hallows thy memory stilL 



TO " Life through His Name^ 

No tear for one so young, so fair, 
But with God's praise we blend, 

Each sigh a praise, each praise a prayer, 
Like hers may be our end. 

Rossinitrest Oct. 1868. 
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''LIFE THROUGH HIS NAMEr 

John xx. 3 

A LL impulses of doubt or trust, 
'^ All thoughts that pierce the grave's abyss 
Demand of death, for die all must, 
Will it be woe or bliss ? 

Sad I revere, I may not scan 

God's just decrees of righteous wrath. 

What death is when my brother man 
No life in Jesus hath. 

But this I know, that would I feel 

The peace in death that God's own book. 

His spirit and His word reveal. 
To Jesus I must look. 

By faith I see His wondrous birth. 
His light of Truth, His love divine. 

His cross. His blood, their precious worth, 
By faith is Jesus mine. 

My Hope in life, my life in death. 

My raiment white of righteousness, 
With adoration's latest breath, 
I would His name confess. 
1870. 



" The Mystery of Godiinessy 1 1 



" SHALL THE SON OF MAN FIND FAITH 

ON THE EARTH" 

Luke xviii. 8. 

'T'HE deep blue sky, yon sea more blue, 

Earth in meridian robes arrayed, 
I see, I feel it must be true. 
That " God is love" — ^the God who made. 

Is this the faith my Lord shall find, 
But stirred by impulses of sense, 

So dead in spirit-life, so blind 
Where angels gaze with reverence ? 

Fresh streams a heart of stone to melt, 
My Lord provides, and pastures green, 

I drink not of their flow wx\felt, 
I feed not on their food unseen. 

Come Holy Spirit, Thine the work. 
Possess me with His quickening word, 

Till not a thought within me lurk 
That is not captive to my Lord. 

869, Mentone. 



" THE MYSTERY OF GODLINESS^ 

"God was manifest in the flesh." 

I Tim. iii. 16. 

VVTHAT perfect peace gives simple faith, 
^^ That just believes what Jesus saith. 
Nor would above His word be wise j 
But meek reveres its mysteries. 



12 " The Mystery of Godliness^ 

In mystery earth, sea, air abound, 
Where'er we walk are wonders found, 
Search we below, or soar above, 
We know not how we live and move. 

What marvel love that saves and heals. 
Not man imagined, God reveals : 
Mysterious love! but mystery chief 
Is man's hard heart of unbelief. 

His thoughts, wljose will creation wrought, 
They are not as His creatures thought. 
His ways who rules in boundless space. 
Pass high, as heaven o'er earth, our ways. 

Oh mystery of Emmanuel ! 
That God on earth in flesh should dwell. 
Endure the cross, the death, the grave. 
Then rise and reign lost souls to save. 

What tho' transcends redemption's plan 
In dignity the dream of man, 
Jesus! as Bethlehem's star to Thee 
Faith leads in Thy simplicity. 

Oh, for the spirit Mary had. 
When angel's visit made her glad. 
When shepherds knelt, or Eastern kings, 
" She pondered in her heart these things." 
1871. 
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'* Quam dilectaP 13 

''HOW AMIABLE ARE THY TABERNACLES, 

O LORD OF HOSTS r 

Psalm Ixxxiv. i. 

T LOVE and reverence, 
^ Oh God, Thy voice of might. 
It bade from darkness dense 
" Be light, and there was light." 

I love Thy written word ; 

Thy glory, earth, sea, sun. 
All tell in bright accord. 

But not what Christ hath done. 

I love Thy sacred book. 

Thy spirit in each page 
To Jesus bids me look. 

Revealed from age to age. 

Jesus, I love Thy name, 

No other name but Thine 
Exalts this earthly frame 

To fellowship divine. 

In that dear name I find 

Peace, pardon, light, and love. 

All power that heart and mind 
To holiness can move. 

I love Thy Spirit's breath. 

It breathed my soul within, 
Sad truth by sin came death, 

But Jesus died for sin. 



''If 50 be that We Suffer with Himr 

I love Thy courts below, 
For feeble man 'tis good 

To worship here in glow 
Of Christian brotherhood. 

But faith's triumphant joy, 
To reach Thy dwelling-place 

Delights without alloy ; 
There art Thou face to face ! 



187 1. 
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''IP SO BE THAT WE SUFFER WITH HIMr 

Rom. viii. 17. 

LjrOW balmy, Jesus, is the bliss 
^ ^ Thy bleeding wounds afford ; 
Can I bemoan a life like this, 
Remembering Thine, dear Lord. 

What tho' bereavement dull each day, 

And pain protract each night, 
I think upon Thy griefs, and they 

Make mine affliction Jight. 

And did the Lord of glory deign 

To wear this weary flesh, 
And shall I shrink to share His pain. 

And let him bleed afresh ? 

To Calvary mine eyes I glance, 

There on His cross I look. 
His visage marred, as ne'er was man's. 

His shame at which earth shook. 



" No Other Name:' 1 5 

From darkest depths of love divine 

Shines out His promise sure, 
My crown they share, their cross like mine 

Who patiently endure. 



1871. 



''LET THY WORDS BE FEW:' 

ECCLES. V. 2. 

T N that delightful pleasaunce of the sun, 
^ The mid sea's Alpine bank, a peasant's lot 
Oft have I envied, who some narrow plot 
By care concentered from warm slopes hath won. 
There earth's rich bounty in rare union. 
Corn, wine, oil, garners he and lacketh not 
Fig-tree, and wealth of fruit by light toil got ; 
Toil fanned by breeze from blue seas fresh'ning spray. 
Such fertile nook mine is not, but I may 
Good counsel gain from culture so condensed : 
" Fruit of my lips" when bring I, God to praise. 
From my soul's sunshine, lest irreverent stray 
My hymn notes, sing I in strait sonnet fenced : 
From Siloa's brook I seek refreshing grace. 
Mentone^ 1869. 



''NO OTHER name:' 

Acts iv. 12. 

VITTHAT availeth, what avail eth, 

^^ Darkening hour of dying saint, 
When the flesh fast faileth, faileth. 
And the spirit lingers faint ? 



1 6 '' No Other Name:' 

What avails affection rended, 
Tears that tell his life was love ? 

To God's fatherhood commended 
Dearest kin no longer move. 

What avails of work and merit 
Friendly lips fond praise express ? 

At a glance the soaring spirit 
Sees and feels their nothingness. 

What availeth doctrine soundest 
Laboured from polemic tome, 

Creed patristic, views profoundest 
In the light of heavenly home. 

But one voice the stillness breaking 
Can his waning thoughts engage, 

Voice of pastor comfort speaking 
From his God's inspired page. 

How he brightens, as he listens, 
Name, but one, dispels all fears. 

Glows bis pale cheek, dim eye glistens, 
When the name of names he hears. 

How that name's mysterious fulness. 
Perfect pardon, perfect peace. 

Quickens failing nature's dulness. 

Soothes life's throbbings, till they cease. 

'Tis the name of Jesus blending 

In that one harmonious breath. 

Faith's fruition, conflict ending. 

Light in darkness, life in death. 
1870. 



" Thou Shali Surely Die:' 1 7 

** THOU SHALT SUREL V DIEr 

Gen. ii. 17. 

CO full is life, men heed not death, 

The living know that they must die, 
Feel it how few 'till bated breath, 
And limbs infirm denounce it nigh. 

Then real glooms the dread abyss. 
No shadowy dream of gulf unseen, 

But untried being's woe or bliss, 
As faith is now, as life hath been. 

Our refuge when prevails the flood, 
Our rock if Christ we make, and trust, 

He died to save us by His blood, 
He lives to raise us from the dust. 

When swell the waves how worldlings shrink, 
Who will not Jesus grasp, but stand 

Affrighted at the dark stream's brink. 
Like men who drown with help at hand. 

Who am I Lord — how free Thy grave 
That I should differ, and in Thee 

By simple faith can boldly face 
All terrors of eternity ? 

What wondrous love that Thou wilt give 

To me a worm unworthiest. 
Eternal life, with Thee to live 

Ever from taint of sin at rest 



1872. 



i8 " To Die is Gam:' 



''LET THE SKIES POUR DOWN 

RIGHTEOUSNESS^ 

Isaiah xlv. 8. 

'T'HIS twilight hour that links to day far spent 

^ Night's shadows, me aged man sad thoughts assail, 

My own day spent I ponder, specious trail 

Of light shining at best with fair intent. 

But fruitage scant. Yet was illumed from youth 

By sun whose beams divine are grace, love, truth. 

My barren past. Lo, while life's waste I wail. 

Blaze forth resolendent as with flood of flame, 

lake, mountain, valley, scene so dull, so dead 

When sank the sun in ocean : from the same 

Hid sun this afterglow's red radiance came. 

Faith in such effluence of glory red 

Faint symbol sees, how Christ's blood shall prevail 

O'er past most bleak His righteousness to shed. 

1872. 



«* TO DIE IS gain:' 

Phil. i. 21. 

'T'EACH me. Lord, my days to number, 
-*• So to Thee my heart apply, 
That no care nor fear may cumber 

Solemn hour when death is nigh. 

Let not conscience faint, nor harden, 

'Neath Thy cross let self be crushed ; 

In the peace of perfect pardon. 

Nature's wild alarms be hushed ! 




''To DUis Gain:' 19 

Give me faith, Lord, humble, earnest, 

Faith — Thy word that dares not doubt. 

When to Judgment Thou returnest, 
Sin ! my sin, is blotted out 

Keep me by Thy Holy Spirit, 

Calm awaiting. Lord, Thy call ; 

Why should a believer fear it ? 

Brightens faith as shadows fall. 

AH neglected love and blessing, 

Throng each lingering glance of mind — 
But Thou biddest pilgrim pressing 

Forward to forget behind. 

Parting sorrows life's last languish 
Trouble sore, but brief are they : 

Tears on earth Thou heal'st their anguish. 
Tears in Heaven Thou wip'st away. 

Home beloved ! where earth is fairest, 
Mountain, lake, and woods farewell ! 

Not with pastures Thou comparest. 
Where my Shepherd calls to dwell. 

Light Thou beamest, Lord, from Heaven, 
Light that shines while yet I live ; 

Knowing what Thy love has given, 
Trust I what Thy love will give. 

Lord, to see Thy face in glory. 

In Thy likeness wake to bliss, 

Ransomed sing redemption's story, 

Death is gain, if death be this. 
1872. 
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20 '' Daily Breadr 

" THEY CEASE NOT TO TEACH AND PREACH 

JESUS CHRJSTr 

Acts Passim. 

YW'HY should the enlightened shun the light, 
^^ And deem their preaching dull, and trite. 

Who simply Christ proclaim. 
By text on text, and line on line, 
Developing the power divine 

Of Jesus and His name. 

Where but to Jesus shall we go. 
Words of eternal life to know ; 

The peace, the joy they give ? 
Where but from lips His cross that lift, 
Learn we how precious is the gift, 

New life in him to live ? 

As daily dew His doctrine drops, 

As morjiing mists from mountain tops, 

Descend in bounteous rain, 
Refreshing now, the same as was, 
As ever will, the thirsty grass 

That decks life's arid plain. 

Can Christ in His simplicity, 
IJis gracious fulness grievous be, 

Or wearisome his word ? 
Do daily sunbeams burden earth, 
That in her bosom from her birth 

Light, warmth, and life have stirred ? 

Does frequent use so deaden sense 
That peace through Jesu's blood offends, 
Peace in this world of strife ? 



'' Christ Crucified:' 21 

Israel with daily maiina fed, 
Murmuring, rebelled at Heaven's " light bread, " 
But Christ came " Bread of Life." 

With one new song of grateful love, 

Unwearied worship saints above, 

The Lamb for sin that died : 

One name believers laud below. 

One name of names with quenchless glow. 

Thine Jesu none beside. 
1873. 



'* CHRIST crucified:' 

** The power of CJod unto Salvation." 

Rom. i. 16. 

^ OT Lord, the life that Thou didst live, 
^ Pattern divine of perfect man I 
Not words of wisdom Thou didst give. 
Transform us to thy likeness can. 

To Thine high mark in vain we press. 
Burdened by sin we cannot reach 

The height, the depth of holiness 
Thy precepts and example teach. 

Not Lord, the brightness of thy face. 
With all the Father's glory bright. 

Kindles in cold hearts quickening grace, 
Redemption's power to feel aright. 

Not Lord, Thy voice that bids all " come," 
More loving than fond mother's cry. 

From bondage brings the prisoner home, 
Thy rescue rings from Calvary. 



±2 '' Blessed Sahbathr 

Strong faith in Thine atoning love, 
That God for sinners man became, 

Their burden bore, has might to move, 
And coldest heart with zeal inflame. 

" Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain." 
Worthy the blood our peace that bought, 

His bleeding wounds, His cross constrain 
Obedience from rebellious thought. 

Light to the scoffers Lord impart, 
Thy love who scorn. Thy cross despise ; 

Give them to see Thee as Thou art, 
For sin the eternal sacrifice. 

Love, Holy Spirit, love diffuse ! 

Faith working love that prostrates pride, 
God*s image lost its power renews. 

The power of God, " Christ crucified." 
1873. 
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''GOD BLESSED THE SEVENTH DAY AND 

SANCTIFIED IT.*' 

Gen. ii. 3. 

DLESSED Sabbath, day of days, 

^^ Day from earth our souls to raise, 

Resting free from toil and strife, 

Soar we now to higher life. 

Thy creative labour done. 
Father Thou didst hallow on^ 
Day memorial of all gift, 
Grateful hearts to Thee we lift. 



" Thy Promise, Lord:' 23 

Risen Saviour, Sabbath Lord, 
Peace, Thy peace to us accord, 
Peace, the purchase of Thy blood, 
Rise with Thee this day we would. 

Holy spirit shed abroad 
In our hearts the love of God, 
By that love's constraining power. 
Hallowed be each Sabbath hour. 

Help us Sacred Trinity, 
Sabbaths so to keep that we 
In the mansions of the blest, 
Reach eternal Sabbath rest. 



1873. 



''IF MY PEOPLE SHALL HUMBLE THEMSELVES 

AND PRAVr 

2 Chron. vii. 14. 

'T'HY promise. Lord, I plead, 
^ Thy wrath Thou wilt relax. 
Nor break the bruised reed. 
Nor quench the smoking flax. 

Reed shaken by the wind. 
Than flax in flame more frail. 

Am I in heart and mind, 
When Satan's darts assail. 

But Thou wilt not despise 
The humblest heart contrite. 

Its penitential sighs 
Are incense, Thy delight. 



24 " Thy Name is as Ointment poured forth. 

The low Thou wilt lift up, 

Who touch Thy garment's hem, 

Meek tears in sorrow's cup, 

Rich pearls Thou reckonest them. 

The trembler at Thy word. 
Thou never wilt cast out, 

But in Thy strength restored 
Fear conquers be and doubt. 

Not what I do or feel, 

But Lord what Thou hast done. 
By faith Thou dost reveal, 

The crown I seek is won. 

That righteous crown to win ; 
Avails no worth mine own. 
Thy blood must purge ray sin, 
Thy precious blood atone. 
1873. 



** THY NAME IS AS OINTMENT POURED FORTHr 

Cant. i. 3. 

'HE conscious heart, the troubled mind. 
Earth's balm will ne'er relieve ; 
Where can the sinner comfort find 
Who will not Christ believe ? 



T 



Our God is a consuming fire 

His word if we neglect ; 
How shall we meet His judgment ire 

If Jesus we reject ? 




^^ Thy Name is as Ointment poured forthy 25 

His word, when winds and waves overwhelm, 

Faith as a rock sustains, 
As beacon lighting to the realm 

Where Christ in glory reigns. 

Heart-solace for all woe and wants 

A contrite sinner feels. 
The peace for which his spirit pants 

In Jesus God reveals. 

From Calvary's cross a fountain flows 

To cleanse and sin atone, 
Who feels its fulness only knows 

How Jesus loves His own. 

His own we are if we but heed 
. His Spirit's gentle call, 
And " come " to find in all our need, 
Jesus is " all in all." 

Foretaste of heaven, if felt aright, 

The name of Jesus dwells 
In hearts contrite, and sin's black night 

As day-star it dispels. 

It brings His presence, breathes His grace, 

His glory sheds ; yet more. 
The Father's glory in the face 

Of Jesus we adore. 

Would ye my parting spirit cheer. 

When fails this mortal frame, 
, Friends, children, in my cold dull ear 

But whisper Jesu's name. 
1873. 



26 ''Hadst Thau KnoTvti:' 

*' REMOVE FAR FROM ME VANITY^ 

Prov. XXX. 8^ 

jLJ OW changed are gentle dwellers in these scenes 
^^ ^ Where nature changes not primseval dress 
Of mountain grandeur and lake loveliness. 
Erst had they homely homes, nor more of means 
Than social life refines and care serenes ; 
Now millionaires abound, and wealth's excess 
Ways simple flouts. Not for such wealth I pine ; 
Ah me unworthy! richer gain be mine ! 
Thou givest it, Lord, in knowledge of Thyself, 
Light of Thy love divine. From earth it weans. 
From heaven dispels each cloud Thy face that 

screens. 
Not of that light one beam, for all the pelf, 
Would I exchange that trade's most fruitful field, 
Or richest mine of hematite can yield. 

1873. 



" HADST THOU KNOWNP 

Luke xix. 42. 

YVThen comes the day, and come it must, 

^^ To reap as we have sown. 

The harvest-Lord to make thy trust. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

When fleshly comforts fade and cease 

Like leaves in autumn strewn, 
" The things belonging to thy peace," 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 
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'' Hadst Thou Known:' 27 

Fleeter than mists on mountain curled 
When youth's vain joys are flown, 

Sure refuge in a changeless world, 
Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Stood friends apart, thy kin afar. 

Repelled by fortune's frown, 
Friend truer than earth's truest are. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Sad didst thou pine at life's bleak end, 

Companionless, alone. 
Closer than brother cleaves a friend, 

Poor sinner hadst tliou known. 

He would have cherished all thy life. 

For thine He gave His own. 
Had taught thee wage a noble strife. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Flesh of His flesh, His brotherhood, 

Had been, bone of His bone, 
Blest union nourished by His blood, 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

His word — to worldly wise obscure — 
Like day-spring would have shone, 

Waking thine heart to all things pure, 
Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

His precious truth thy loins had girt. 

As with a golden zone, 
Satan's devices to avert. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 



a8 ''Hadst Thou Known:' 

Dust wert thou bom, of dust thy frame, 
Cleaving to dust, earth-drone ! 

The life that breathes from Jesu*s name, 
Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Thy dying hour no sin had grieved. 

For sin He did atone, 
Thine bore He, hadst thou " but believed," 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Whatever vile sin atoned He for, 
To which thine heart was prone. 

He would have taught thee to abhor. 
Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Whatever of nobleness was thine. 

To lift to loftier tone, 
His spirit worked with power divine. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Did doubts assail, drive to and fro. 
Like chaff by fierce winds blown ? 

" The Lord to follow on to know," 
Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Prayer, humble prayer, hadst thou but lift, 
So loves He prayer's heart-moan, 

Faith had He given. His love's best gift. 
Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Acquaint with grief, no contrite sigh 

Is hid from Him, nor groan. 
Peace-giving "help was ever nigh, 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 



" Hadst Thou KnownP 29 

As sunbeam on a wintry wild, 

As " rain on grass new mown," 
His smile had life's rough path beguiled. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

His spirit would have led thee till 

Into his likeness grown. 
Thy joy had been to do His will, 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

His glory that thou might*st partake 

From glory came He down, 
The cross endured He for thy sake. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

The cross He bore and cruel shame 

To win for thee a crown ; 
Angels His advent will proclaim. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

He comes again a conquering King, 

Sin, death, and hell overthrown. 
Myriads redeemed His triumphs sing, 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

The Lord is king, and would have made 

Thee partner of His throne. 
In His own righteous robes arrayed. 

Poor sinner hadst thou known. 

Mercy and love beyond compare 

To melt thine heart of stone ! 
And thou hast passed away, ah, where ? 
' Poor sinner iiadst thou known. 
1873. 
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3© " Great is the Mystery of Godliness ^ 

''GREAT IS THE MYSTERY OF GODLJNESSr 

I Tim. iii. i6. 

T ORD Thy love in man's deliverance 
'^ How may unclean lips express ? 
Angels gaze, and silent reverence, 
" Mystery of godliness." 

Wonder of divine compassion 

Manifest in human frame, 
God in glory I man in fashion ! 

God incarnate, Jesus came. 

Deeper yet humiliation. 
Death the Lord of Life endure ! 

Sin-defiled by blood oblation. 
Pure to make as He is pure. 

Dullest mind that peace may enter, 

Prompt to penitential prayer. 
In one name all mercies centre, 

Jesus, refuge for all care. 

Simple faith in name of Jesus, 
Contemplates all grace He hath. 

All He did and does to free us. 
Hour of conflict, day of wrath. 

Without Jesus interceding 

What hope have I God will hear ? 

Without Jesu's merits pleading. 
What my trust now death is near ? 



" The Simplicity that is in Christ ^ 31 

Light outshines the light of Jesus, 

As the sun ail lesser light, 
Light to know what God decrees us, 

Light to do it by His might. 

Love so breathes in name of Jesus, 

Sweetness hath it so intense. 
That its fragrance never flees us. 

Perfumes it the soul and sense. 

Life most lone is joy with Jesus, 
Tenders He so true His own. 
Never leaves us, ever sees us. 
Loneliest least with Him alone. 
1873. 



** THE SIMPLICITY THA T IS IN CHRISTr 

2 Cor. X. 13. 

T N mercy God the veil remove, 
^ That all who seek Thy face may see 
Thy will to save, Thy grace to love. 
In Christ and His simplicity. 

Best gifts simplicity pervades ; 

The air we breathe, the light of day. 
Glad day alternating night's shades. 

Gifts simple are, and Christ as they. 

Thou JDiiddest but " to Jesus look," 

His presence faith. Thy gift, brings near, 

Not robed in awe that Sinai shook, 
But Calvary's crown that casts out fear. 



32 " Our Church," 

Thy guidance, Jesus, in all need, 
Thy sympathy in woe or weal. 

In wisdom of Thy word I read. 
In breathings of Thy spirit feel. 

Unworthy am I who discern 

The Father's fulness in Thy face ; 

For love, more love to thee I yearn. 
More grateful love for boundless grace. 

How many in all zeal beside. 

Lord, serve thee better, worship more ; 

But ritual pomp or reason's pride, 
Thy truth obscure. Thy glory lower. 

Lord, I believe in hour of death 
To all who love Thee, Thou art all ; 

Rent is rite's veil, doubt vanisheth ; 
To Thee in simple faith they call. 

1873. 
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''OUR CHURCHr 

GUARDIAN and glory of our land. 
Its bulwark best from error's sin, 
Our church — her portals wide expand. 
All weary wanderers welcome in. 

Let us not limit. Lord ! Thy love, 
Nor put the wayward from thy pale ; 

We know not whom Thy grace may move. 
Nor when Thy spirit may prevail. 



'^Our Church:' 33 

There shrined, Thy truth, Thine honour dwell. 
And Thou art there, Thy temple's light ; 

Shall we our brethren weak expel. 
Who faint in faith, oflfend in rite ? 

Fear not their presence will profane 
Our Church's courts, her worship pure ; 

Dark passing clouds, nor soil, nor stain. 
The blue serene they brief obscure. 

The Gk)spel net we see enclose 

The good, the bad of every kind : 
Where golden wheat most fruitful grows. 

In the same field the tare we find. 

Did not our Lord omniscient know 

Of Judas vile the foul deceit ? 
Yet spumed He not his traitorous foe 

From Church primeval at His feet. 

Dishonour from his Father's house 
Expelled the Son, but not with flame ; 

Like zeal should like reproach arouse — 
To purge, and not destroy, Christ came. 

" Destroy not one for whom Christ died " 

By party scorn, polemic hate ; 
Not so our Church is purified, 

A worthier spouse for England's state. 

To teachers false the truth oppose : 
Proclaim it, spread it, rest not mute ; 

Its light uplift triumphant glows, 

Its word bids "preach," not persecute. 

D 
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34 " Our Church." 

Trust we a Church that sacred keeps 
God's Word, His Gospel undefiled, 

Will yet awake the faith that sleeps, 
And zeal restrain that wanders wild. 

The flowers that drink each mom the dews 
Will bloom, if but soft winds caress ; 

The Church's liturgy — its use 
Drops manna if the Spirit bless. 

To science, that no height can reach 
Nobler than finite mind may scan, 

Her sober utterances may teach 
God's wisdom in salvation's plan. 

Who grope in formal vanities. 

Mystical symbols, gorgeous rites. 
Sated may find, God spirit is. 

True spirit-worship Him delights. 

If but we love Thee, Lord ! sincere, 
Love is of faith Thine own true test ; 

If but Thy precepts we revere. 
To do Thy will is service best. 

Vain strifes, that touch not vital creed. 

When comes the end, what counts their worth ? 

Less than yon sun at eve will heed 

The earth-born mists that dimmed his birth. 

What light yet shines when glooms the grave. 

Brightest at brink of Jordan's flood ? 

The joy that Jesus died to save, 

And peace through His atoning blood. 
1872. 



" Worship God in the Spirits 35 

** WORSHIP GOD IN THE SPIRIT, AND 

REJOICE IN CHRIST JESUSr 

Phil. iii. 3. 

T ORD, I feel Thy presence when I 
^ Worship Thee with service pure ; 
Thou dost hide when symbols many 
Thy simplicity obscure. 

Thou of this wide world Creator, 
Saviour Thou from sin and woe, 

All Thy works in grace and nature 
Thy simplicity forth show. 

Light was at Thy word's dictation, 
By Thy breath " man" soul became ; 

Simple faith is man's salvation ; 

" But believe" and " love my name." 

How I grieve that gorgeous ritual 

Meet for idol wood or stone 
Should debase the worship spiritual 

Thou delightest in alone. 

Grieve I, though, for Thy remembrance 
Simplest rite Thou didst ordain. 

Priests with idol-worship's semblance 
Thy true Passover profane. 

Yea, it stirs my grief indignant, 

Fable mock of truth divine. 
When Thy presence, impious figment, 

Priests adore in bread and wine. 

D 2 



S6 " TAe Mission Week," 

Highest heaven Thou illumest 
With Thy body glorified, 

Not again in flesh Thpu comest, 
Till all flesh Thy doom abide. 

Where the Father is Thou reignest, 
And the balm Thy blood imparts 

When again to shed Thou deignest, 
'Tis to sprinkle contrite hearts. 

Love is Thy memorial's essence, 

With its signs in right accord. 

Love reveres Thy real presence 

^Vben faith lifts my bleeding Lord. 
1874. 



*'TIf£ MISS/ON' WEEKr 

"Go ye into all the world and preach the Gospel to every 

creature." 

Mark xvi. 15. 

C COFF not that earnest men in faith allied 

^ *Gainst sin to wai go forth ; scorn not their zeal. 

Everywhere, everywhere they see, they feel, 

In haunts of poverty, in halls of pride 

Sin reigns, and perish souls for whom Christ died. 

Slumberers to rouse, souls save, with loud appeal 

Christ they proclaim. Would that with tongues of flame 

The Spirit holp, as once in might He came. 

Blest emprize ! Christ uplift. His sign unfurled. 

His conquering cross, yield many ; as mists curled 




" The Day is Far Spent r 37 

On mountain melt to mom. Jesus, the same 
Shines now as ever, light of this dark world. 
Oh, joy ! did we not joy, the stones would speak 
And with hosannahs hail this Gk)spel week. 
1874. 

'* THE DA Y IS FAR SPENTr 

Luke xxiv. 29. 

CAR spent is day, not death I dread 
But night when I may work no more 

My little, for the love that led 
Me to this ocean-brink, a shore. 
Not barren sands but green old age, 
Grace closing gracious pilgrimage. 

Lord, with all powers Thy love hath spared, 

With heart yet fresh in feeble frame, 
With voice to praise Thee unimpaired 
Thy wondrous truth I would proclaim ; 
The truth I trust departing hence. 
Thy death to save. Thy blood to cleanse. 

Weary it were, sad end of life. 

To wait and watch its darkening close, 
Trembling in awe of death's last strife. 
But that in Christ my hopes repose. 
And by the peace His spirit gives 
I know that my Redeemer lives. 

Would that some brother, faint, forlorn, 
Wandering in wilds I too have trod, 



38 ^' Learn of Mer 

Burdened with griefs I too have borne. 
May comfort take, and trust his God, 
When as from dying lips he hears 
How faith in Christ dispels death's fears. 

Faith is of God " by grace His gift/' 
Faith we must ask for would we gain ; 

Lord to TTiy cross mine eyes I lift. 

My prayer that vision does sustain : 

But with my breath my cry shall cease, 

Lord, I believe, my faith increase. 
1874. 



''LEARN OF ME, FOR I AM MEEK AND LOWLY 

IN heart:' 

Matt. xi. 29. 

C TRANGE blindness ! sinful man 

In cultured reason's pride 
Disdains redemption's plan, 
That Christ for sinners died. 

The wondrous love that chose 

Of flesh the lowliest guise, 
Of grief the sharpest woes, 

Heed not the worldly-wise. 

Thy welcome, Lord, was scorn. 
Thy gain, to bear man's loss. 

Thy crown of cruel thorn. 
Thine honour's seat the cross. 



1874. 



" He thai Waterethr 39 

Was ever, Lord, like Thine 

The meekness worldlings spurn ? 

Humility divine 

I come of Thee to learn. 

Thy truth is all my trust, 

Obedient to Thy call. 
Low humbling in the dust. 

Lord, at Thy feet I fall 



''HE THAT WATERETH:' 

Prov. xi. 25. 

\K Y trees, ye flourish, fast as I decay ; 

^^ Shall I live in you, sycamore, lime, beech, 

Stout oak, tall elm ? ye times remote may reach 
Fringing bald Skiddaw's front with green array. 
Memorial mine who planted will ye stand ? 
My. name forgot, some bard may bless the hand 
That tended ; requiem mine your whispering speech. 
Trees while ye broaden, nobler buds expand ; 
Given has my God, yet gives, higher culture's joy ; 
" Trees of his planting " in his truth to train. 
Dear children graft I, Sabbath's sweet empoly. 
With his own word, germ indestructible ; 
Watering its growth, watered am I again ; 
No joy have I on earth I love so well. 

1874. 
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40 " ITirmigh His Name — Remission of Sins^^ 

''THROUGH HIS NAME^REMISSION OF SINSr 

Acts x. 43. 

r^ ELEBRATE we Thy name Jesus, 
^^ Though a name be but a breath, 
Breath of life is Thine, and frees us 
From the bonds of sin and death. 

Venerate we Thy name Jesus 

As of God who near abides. 
Ever hears us, ever sees us. 

By His spirit ever guides. 

Concentrates the name of Jesus 
Perfect wisdom, boundless grace. 

Burdened from our birth to ease, us. 
While we run life's weary race. 

Meditate we name of Jesus 

As of lover, brother, friend. 
Not that we loved Him, but He us 

Loved, and loveth to the end. 

Consecrates the name of Jesus 
In our heart of hearts a shrine ; 

When all earthly comfort flees us 
Solace have we there divine. 

Renovates me Thy name Jesus, 
With the tender grace Thou hast, 

Breathes it soft as balmy breezes. 
Wafting spring-tide, winter past. 



Elevates the name of Jesus, 
Soul from dust, exalts it where 

Every fear and sorrow ceases ; 
Doubt nor sin can enter there. 

Resonate will name of Jesus, 
In the dark and silent tomb, 

Trumpet-sound to wake, release us, 
Summons to eternal doom. 



1874. 



" ELLENr 



C TRANGE doubts my stricken heart, is sorrow true? 
^ I cannot choose but my dear child deplore 
The banyan-trees beneath on Ind's far shore 
lx)ne buried : but faith sees her robed anew 
In white so pure, meeter I God adore 
Who to rest, my child, rest with him hath ta'en 
My nightingale ! There chaunts she loftier strain. 
Ah, me ! the nevermore ! the nevermore ! 
Moans longing love ; never on earth again, 
Dear Ellen ! earth — what has old man to do 
With earth? Heaven now where Ellen is, so near, 
But sorrow is man's doom give sorrow tears. 
As man wept Jesus, though as God he knew 
Reft hearts will meet death's severance but endears. 
1874. 



42 " The Shadow of a Great RockP 

" TRANSLATION— PETRARCAr S. 242. 
" Discolorato hai Morte, il piu belvolto." 

P\EATH, thou hast reft of bloom the fairest face, 

And eyes — oh, sweeter eyes ne'er beamed to bless; 
Thou hast dissolved from loveliest earthiness 
A soul illumed by virtue's noblest grace. 
Mine all hast thou bereaved at one fell blow. 
That voice that charmed so in its every tone, 
That voice is mute, and I can nought but moan, 
For life is now all weariness and woe. 
Yet still in pity for my lone heart's grief. 
She oft descends, my child, by dreamy night ; 
By musing mom, she comes, my sole relief 
In angel guise — oh ! could I tell how bright ! 
How eloquent ! Most sure my lay would move 
Not man alone, but savage brutes to love. 
1822. 



•* THE SHADOW OF A GREAT ROCK IN A 

WEARY LANVr 

Isaiah xxxii. 2. 

P\REARY, dreary life is dreary, 
*^ Day far spent is, night prevails. 
Weary, weary flesh is weary. 
As each force of nature fails. 

True, how true, the old, old story 

Life and its inanities ! 
Fairest of this fair world's glory, 

Vanity of vanities ! 
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" The Light of Lifer 43 

But abides a rock where cleaving 

Nature faints not, and a truth, 
Mortal with his heart believing, 

Girdeth on immortal youth. 

Jesus lives that rock of ages, 

Rock where truth has thronbd seat, 

Shelter when the tempest rages, 
Shade from noonday toil and heat. 

As the dawn to night-worn flesh is. 
Lord the brightness of Thy face : 

As the dew earth's drought refreshes. 
On my spirit falls Thy grace. 



" THE LIGHT OF LIFE''—'' THE LIFE WAS THE 

LIGHT OF MENr 

John i. 4. 

" T ET there be light," God spake, " and there was 

^ Ught,*' 
Life with light came; shone earth from darkness dense 
Life's bright abode — till disobedience 
To thorns earth doomed, lost man to death's black 

night 
" Let there be light" from groaning earth ascends 
The suppliant cry : light, life, love infinite 
In Christ God gave : His saints of spiritual might. 
His faithful ones, that Gospel light dispense. 
Lo, Moody, Sankey ! men of simple gifts \ ^ 

Heart melody one hath, one bold heart speech. 
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44 ^^ Lordy Rebuke me not in Anger ^ 

Both with zeal burn to seek souls far and wide. 
From myriad hearts the veil their utterance lifts, 
Myriad dark minds life lightens ; Christ they preach, 
Myriads they win, their power Christ crucified. 



''LORD, REBUKE, ME NOT IN ANGER." 

Ps. vi. I, 

D EBUKE not, Lord, in anger, 

^ My faith so weak in work ; 
What unbelief and languor 

In all mine efforts lurk ; 
Thy favour cannot merit 

My services not one. 
So Httle in Thy spirit 

The best I do is done. 

But, Lord, Thy loving kindness 

Abounds and ne'er forsakes. 
From feeble faith its blindness. 

From slow-heart sloth it takes ; 
Thy Spirit's help imploring. 

No earnest prayer is vain, 
My sighs if heavenward soaring. 

Descend in gracious rain. 

When, Lord, this faint heart faileth, 

And cleaves my soul to dust ; 
When doubt or fear assaileth. 

Thy written word I trust ; 



^ 



^^Lordj Rebuke me not in Anger.^* 45 

Its solemn lines reprove me, 

Thy Spirit when I grieve, 
And in its light I love Thee, 

And by its power believe. 

Regard I not researches 

Of vain philosophy, 
The Wisdom of Thy Church is 

Thy truth's simplicity ; 
What more sufficient witness 

Than Christ, His cross my creed, 
His fulness and His fitness, 

For all a sinner's need. 

A simple rule of labour. 

Thy precepts. Lord, impart. 
To love as self my neighbour. 

And Thee with all my heart. 
Thy love should love engender. 

Thy love salvation wrought ; 
What cold return I render, 

I love not as I ought. 

But should I reach a mansion, 

Thy blood-bought, promised place. 
In rapture's full expansion, 

Behold Thee face to face ; 
And see and share Thy glory, 

Thou Lamb, Thy temple's light, 
Then shall I love, adore Thee, 

And serve Thee day and night. 

1875. {Tune^ Aurelia.) 



46 ^^Joy and Peace in BeiievingJ^ 

" yO Y AND PEACE IN BELIE VING.'' 

Rom. XV. 13. 

\^^HAT is this diffuses calm, 

^^ Yet it swells each thought to psalm, 
Fear and trembling vanish quite, 
Hope it brightens into sight ; 
Unseen to realities ? 
In believing joy and peace. 

What is this my soul elates, 
When on Christ it meditates ? 
What all light of life absorbs 
As the sun all lesser orbs ? 
What from earth my spirit frees ? 
In believing joy and peace. ^ 

On my bleeding Lord I gaze. 
More in peace than sad amaze, 
Ne'er like His was visage marred. 
Yet I cannot joy discard. 
In His cross mine eye but sees 
In believing joy and peace. 

Fount there flows to cleanse all sin 
And my spirit plunges in, 
" Well of waters" that dispense 
Peace abounding, joy intense, 
Love that grows with faith's increase. 
In believing joy and peace. 

Faith by grace is ; grace Thy gift ; 
Prayer for more faith, Lord, I lift, 



^^Fear and Tremhlingy 47 

Day and night, and night and day, 
More of faith the more I pray, 
But with latest breath may cease 
In beUeving joy and peace. 



1874. 



''FEAR AND TREMBLING:' 

Phil. ii. 12. 

YW'HEN sleep forsakes me, aged man, 
^^ And the still darkness awes unrest. 
With fear and trembling self I scan. 
With fear that genders doubt depressed. 

Who never doubts but faint believes ; 

Not Lord, Thy truth I reverence less. 
But to my faith high-soaring cleaves, 

Burthen of mine un worthiness. 

The past my conscious soul reviews. 
The barren past, life's pilgrimage ; 

If now the narrow way I choose. 
How scant the fruit is in old age. 

Though proof to sceptic lure and scoff. 
Yet was my faith in works so dead. 

How justly had I been cut off, 
And with the faithless numbered. 

But better weigh I now the worth 
Of Jesu's blood my ransom- price ; 

Were each bright star that girdles earth 
A sin-bound world, it would suffice. 



48 " Lord Jesus y Receive my Spirit ^ 

Yet when I ponder those pure reahns 

Where all is holy, none defile, 
My hope presumptuous dread overwhelms, 

How shall I enter, I so vile ? 

Worthy the Lamb ! not only live 
Did Christ on earth His life divine. 

That He might life's great pattern give, 
His dignity had higher design. 

Not only did for sin atone 

The blood He shed, the death He died. 
But all of righteous He hath done. 

As wedding robe my sins will hide. 

What less than God could plan conceive 

' For all a sinner's needs so meet ; 
What heart so dull can disbelieve 
Salvation's mercy so complete ? 

Lord, on my spirit when shine out 
Thy truths revealed in rich array, 

All fear and trembling, dread and doubt, 
Melt as night's mists 'neath beams of day. 
1875. 

''LORD JESUS, RECEIVE MY SPIRITS 

Acts vii. 59. 

YVTHEN I linger on verge of the grave's dark 
^^ abyss, 
When the home and the hearts I so love I must leave, 
Last prayer of expiring devotion be this. 
Lord Jesus, my spirit receive ! 



" Thou Knaivest that I Love Thee,'' 49 

Dust am I, to dust weary flesh must return \ 

Not to dust, to Thy cross, Calvary's rock, would I 

cleave, 
What a refuge it is in yon flood I discern, 
Lord Jesus, my spirit receive. 

Not a work can I plead, not a merit my own. 
Faith that saves is Thy gift, but by grace I believe. 
The blood that sin cleanses, its guilt will atone. 
Lord Jesus, my spirit receive. 

Fleet flies the frail present, as fled the dead past. 
Eternity's future safe would I achieve ; 
My soul in Thine arms everlasting I cast. 
Lord Jesus, my spirit receive. 

Unworthy I am of Thy gifts, but of prayer. 
Last solace Thou wilt not life's languish bereave. 
Lord hear me, on Thee do I cast all my care. 
Lord Jesus, my spirit receive. 

1875. 



" THOU KNOWEST THAT I LOVE THEE,'' 

John xxi. 17. 

T^HOU knowest that I love Thee, Lord, 
'*' Thou knowest all things, that from youth. 
My rock of trust hath been Thy word. 
My light in life's dark waves Thy truth. 

£ 




50 " The Earl of Mayo^ 

But, Lord, Thou seest mine heart so cold 
To grateful zeal how feebly move, 

Thy daily mercies manifold. 
Thy marvel of redeeming love. 

Fain would I what of life is left 
Thine consecrate, lest faith decay, 

Of feeling and of faith bereft, 
Then must I be a castaway. 

Not feeling, Lord, Thy word I trust, 
All who Thy cross their refuge make, 

Thou lovest them to the end, nor dost 
Least of Thy little ones forsake. 

Least am I, Lord, and not forsook, 
Love shedding from a boundless store : 

To Thee the Spirit bids me look, 

I look and love Thee more and more. 

Love warms in coldest heart one thought. 

Love shields one faith, 'till conflict ends ; 
How precious is the blood that bought. 
How full that fount all sin to cleanse. 
'1875. 



THE EARL OF MA VO. 

In Memoriam. 
(His statue unveiled at Cockermouth, August 19th, 1875.) 

TV^'AYO, we weep no more, time's sands assuage, 
^^^ The tears a nation shed, when thy career 
So grand, vast Ind's vice-regal sway, fit sphere 
For thy large heart, was blasted by blind rage 



''The Lamb:' 51 

Of dastard bigot. Live thou dost in page, 

Writ in thy countr/s annals with her tear. 

Well thou rul'dst India ; did she more revere 

Thy nature's nobleness, or counsels sage ? 

We who thy rising watched, ere noon began. 

Thy brightness knew, but loved thee most as man, 

Frank, genial, kind alike to friend and foe. 

Meet we unite thy sculptured form to raise, 

That children's children may thy presence know — 

Mayo ! their household word of pride and praise. 

1875. 



" THE lamb:' 

" White in the Blood of the Lamb.'* 

Rev. vii. 14. 

ILIOW near the brink, oh solemn thought ! 
'"' ■*" Etemit/s dread brink I am ; 
Peace-offering for life's fight ill-fought. 
Provided hath my God a Lamb. 

" Worthy the Lamb" His Word reveals. 

Blood sacrificial shadows it. 
Types, signs foreshow, the spirit seals, 

Lamb that was slain will sin remit 

Did for my sin Emanuel bleed ? 

What else gives perfect peace ? what else ? 
His truth, my trust ; His cross, my creed ; 

Faith in His blood death's fear dispels. 

£ 2 
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52 " Your Old Mm shall dream Dreams** 

Love finished not when Jesus died, 
The soul sin-stained ablution craves, 

And finds in fount His piercbd side. 

Poured forth to purge the lost He saves. 

How deep could heart of man conceive. 

Sin the most holy must abhor j 
Then should we feel, adore, believe 

What Calvary's fount was opened for. 

Rivers of water could not cleanse 

The sins last conscious thoughts recall ; 

What my despair departing hence ! 

But the Lamb's blood blots out them all. 

How could I enter Jesu's joy, 
These eyes behold His glory's light, 

My robes of earth would Heaven alloy. 

But the Lamb's blood will wash them white. 

Death's flood-affrights me not its brink, 
Though dark the waves and rough their roar, 

The Lamb my guide, I will not shrink. 

The Lamb my light, how shines the shore ! 
1875- 

''YOUR OLD MEN SHALL DREAM DREAMS^ 

Joel ii. 28. 

/^^AN this stillness be death? 

^^ Have I breathed my last breath ? 
Life's flow did it cease drop by drop. 

Time's sands grain by grain, 

'Till the pulse and the pain 
Did silently, solemnly stop ? 



" Your Old Men shall dream Dreams P 53 

Free from sin's bondage, fresh 

From the burden of flesh 
My spirit bursts whither away : 

To the dread black abyss, 

Where night ever is^ 
Or to realms of eternal day? 

In shadows immersed 

Who companion me fasty 
Alone to my place must I go ? 

They are angels of love. 

Bear a spirit above. 
But who are they plunge it below ? 

Oh ! moment of fears 

'Till doubt disappears. 
And my spirit discerns where it flees \ 

Oh ! rapture intense, 

Salvation's full sense,' 
A track bright with angels it sees» 

Of light that hath been 

Sun and stars I have seen. 
What beams this new day-break abide ? 

My Lord and his cross 

Memory's vision engross, 
Still shineth the stream from His side. 

In that fountain I found 

Ablution abound, 
And my faith with its flow so increase. 

Its waters I felt 

My heart of stone melt 
To purity, pardon, and peace. 




54 '* Your Old Mm skali dream Dreams.** 

In last languid hour 

My God gave me power, 
On Jesus to look 'till death came ; 

Peace faith's paraclete 

Fruition complete 
To breathe out my life with his name. 

Faith strong to the end 

Bids my spirit ascend, 
Yet trembles in joy of its trust ; 

Conscious shame lingers yet. 

Sin can I forget, 
Unworthy to rise from the dust. 

Hope, e'en on earth hope. 

With conscience could cope ; 
Hope now angel-pinions supplies ; 

No fear hope suspends 

Of flame yet to cleanse, 
" To-day" Jesus said " Paradise." 

Near glimpse of Heaven's joys 

My spirit up-buoys, 
'Till I reach the celestial gate ; 

Freed by Jesus from sin 

I may bold enter in, 
By the smile of His welcome elate. 

That smile it could cheer 
When life was most drear ; 

Diffusing His manifold gifts ; 
That smile cannot cease. 
And its radiance of peace 

As a chariot of fife my soul lifts. 



'' Pleasant Places r 55 

To my rest higher, higher, 
Robed in white I aspire. 
To the place Jesus went to prepare ; 
A mansion shines near, 
But " the words" that I hear, 
And the glory " unspeakable are." 
1876. 



** THE LINES ARE FALLEN UNTO ME IN 

PLEASANT places:' 

Ps. xvi. 6. 

^ OT least I count Lord of Thy gifts 
'*' ^ My mountain home dear dwelling place. 
Where oft my spirit Nature lifts 
True lesson in her scenes to trace. 

How eloquent old Skiddaw stands. 
Where'er I turn his presence speaks, 

His swelling breast my soul expands. 
While heavenward point his cloud-capt peaks. 

Thou humblest me, majestic mass ! i 

I ponder, gazing night or noon. 
The dust I am, the dust I was, 

The dust I must return to soon. 

Yon lake beneath pure rflver glows, 

Like bosom purified aright. 
Ever in tumult or repose 

Reflects it rays of heaven's own light* 



56 " Learn of Mer 

Yon Derwent stream, through rock and curve 
Its waters fret ; their ocean-deep 

From " seeking first " they never swerve ; 
Life's course may I as downright keep. 

Soft lights and shades yon bleak hill range, 

Adorn with beauty ever new ; 
Life's weal and woe, heart-chast'ning change, 

How good it is ! they image true. 

Dark woods, bright undulating slopes, 
From outer life my home seclude, 

Type of alternate gloom and hopes. 
My inner life's vicissitude. 

These pastoral hills, these verdant meads, 
Do fields celestial change like these, 

WTiere "by still waters" Jesus leads? 

No earth-bom mists e'er cloud their peace. 

The valley glooms, the sun is set — 

Shines out a golden after-glow, 
Sun of my soul ! I linger yet. 

Light, Thy full light give ere I go ! 
1876. 




*' LEARN OF ME, FOR I AM MEEK AND LOWLY 

IN HEART." 

Matt, xi. 29. 
I. 

T N a dear home dwells one of meekest mind, 
^ By all life's sanctities that sacred thing 
A loving mother ; children round her cling 
Friends not less filial ; sweet thrall so to bind. 



" Meek and Lowly of Heart:' 5 7 

Not words, for few she speaks, and scarce knows tone 
To chide ; most wont as thriftily she plies 
Her household needle to peruse her own 
Pure quiet thoughts ; they ever heavenward rise. 
There strengthening patience, truth, rarer than zeal 
Utter unselfishness : such gems array 
Her gentle nature in resistless sway. 
Few cares she hath save for her children's weal. 
And how the Gospel speeds, willing all knew. 
As well she knows, what Gospel faith can do. 
1849. 



" MEEK AND LOWL V OF HEARTS 

II. 

T N her loved home yet lives my lowly one 
^ More meek. To dust all loftiest time brings ; 
What from her brow, presentment of all things 
Most pure, what with his winters hath time won ? 
All limbs long crippled, what she does is done 
With two frail fingers \ but her spirit wings 
Faith to His cross, whose griefs she looks upon 
Perfecting patience by his sufferings. 
Books, motley throng, her needle's thrift supplant ; 
Oft in chair pent in park around her home. 
Squirrel or rabbit questing she will roam ; 
More oft to couch lift, rest her weary want. 
Rest finds she, low as infant in a dream. 
Aye loved hymn breathing, Jesu's love its theme. 
1875- 



58 " Unspotted from the World:' 



" UNSPOTTED FROM THE WORLDS 

Jas. i. 27. 

C HE was mine inmost soul's heart-mate, 
^ Years but one short the golden sum; 
Heart-union shall death separate ! 

I watch for dawn that soon must come, 

When this bleak night glad day will bring. 

This winter an eternal spring. 

Innocence had she undefiled. 
All charities that self forget, 
Humbly she walked as " little child," 
His Kingdom's likeness " Jesus set." 
So pure in heart in Him was hid 
The life that hallowed all she did. 

As flower she flourished kept by grace. 

In this rough world how rare and strange ! 
Not fourscore years could bloom eflace. 
Its freshness suffered no earth-change ; 
Unstained she dwelt from dust below 
As Alpine streak of unsunned snow. 

Devout — it was from earliest youth, 

Her daily wont in quiet nook 
Of Jesus, of His love and truth 
Witness to seek in God*s own book. 
Her earnest search the spirit's aid. 
With stedfast faith in Christ repaid. 



" Church Defenu^ 59 

I see her now in bliss complete, 

My lowly sufferer wears a crown, 
She bears it to the Healer's feet. 

Hands hath she there to cast it down, 
How changed ! poor limbs nine years all lame. 
How glorious now that crippled frame ! 

When last with words clear mind could cope. 

Solace how sweet ! I heard her say, 
" Jesus He is my only hope," 
" Jesus He is my only stay," 

Light clouds eve closed — to Him at last 
With radiant smile she gently passed. 
August, 1876. 



" CHURCH defence:' 

TJ770E to the blind, the envious hate, 

^ By party craft, or tyrant force. 
That England's Church from England's State, 
Union most blessed ! would divorce. 

It stands proclaimed God's promise sure, 
" Who honour Him, He honour will ; 

With light esteem" their star obscure. 
Who fail His reverence to fulfil. 

By solemn league His name exalts 

A nation \ as by worship man : 
Our Church, " fair spouse," with all her faults 

The State presents as none else can. 



f 



60 " Church Defence^ 

Lo ! brighten day, as stars stud night, 
The Church-built school, the tower, the spire, 

Her lamps diffusing Gospel light. 
Beacons that burn with sacred fire. 

Rich recompense ! than this fair isle 
What realm more gifted by its God ? 

How bounteous beams His gracious smile ! . 
How tender spares His chastening rod ! 

Farewell high favour ! long farewell 
To England's glory, England's might, 

If 'gainst the Church her sons rebel. 
And rob her of her hallowed right. 

All regions, where Christ reigns, review ! 

Ill fares the land that scant provides 
For the Chief Shepherd pastures due. 

And for His flock their pastoral guides. 

" Gross darkness" would the cities whelm, 
Hills, valleys, rural homes remote. 

To rites divine did England's realm 
No more its fostering care devote. 

• 
" Perish the Church !" cry earnest men. 

With zeal sincere for truth who glow, 
Yet strive, by pulpit, platform, pen. 

The truth's best bulwark to o'erthrow. 



" Church Defmce:' 6i 

Reproach they cast, nor \iO^ few he^d 
The false, who shame the Church within 

By sceptic scoflf, or Romish creed, 
But cleave to her with sordid sin. 



Oft languishes some lofty oak 
When noxious parasites adhere, 

Its growth impede, its grandeur cloak ; 
Gut it not down, from ill weeds clear. 

All things create are diverse wrought, 
To bask in sun, or bide in shade ; 

So with moods manifold of thought 
Infinite wisdom man hath made. 



How meet a Church that few prevents, 
If Christ confessing, from its fold \ 

Though some by soul, and some by sense. 
The Spirit leads their faith to mould. 

How meet for State, where free to soar 
Expatiates thought, a Church with rules 

In worshippers who Christ adore, 

How tolerant of all thought's schools ! 

What ! narrow Church so large to sect ! 

Ye who in form not faith dissent I 
" Sirs, ye are brethren," why reject 

For brotherhood a sanctuary meant. 



> 



62 ''m Hath Done ail Things WeUr 

Oh unity for which Christ prayed ! 

Would Christian men their feuds forego, 
A Church, whose Lord they love, to aid 

In holy war with sin and woe, 

All charities that banish strife. 

All sanctities that wrong restrain. 
All impulses to highest life, 

The people from their Church might gain. 

God's Word she keeps inviolate. 

That rock her truth's strong tower she makes \ 
As builds the eagle for his mate, 

Nor spoilers rend, nor tempest shakes. 

When factious storms the State convulse. 

Breathes peace the Church, their rage relents ; 

The Church in peril — England's pulse 
Indignant beats for Church defence. 

Mother revered ! I love thee best. 
That thou dost train me heart and mind, 

My pardon, peace, eternal rest, 
In Christ's atoning blood to find. 

1873. 



*'HE HATH DONE ALL THINGS WELL:' 

Mark vii. 37. 

"M^ IGH fourscore years' experience, 
^ ^ By signs and proofs infallible, 
God's love proclaims His providence \ 
" He hath done all things well," 



" He Hath Done all Things WelC 63 

Past woes could I recall each one, 
To healing flood their tears would swell ; 

Deeps to deep sound " His will be done ;" 
" He hath done all things well." 

He cherished me in childhood's mom, 
At manhood's noon did with me dwell : 

Mine old age leaves He not forlorn, 
" He hath done all things well." 

My lines He cast in pleasant place, 
Where Nature's charms the world's excel ] 

In mountain, lake, and wood I trace, 
" He hath done all things well." 

In sorrow oft, in joy by turn. 

Whatever vicissitude befell. 
By chastening chief his love I learn, 

" He hath done all things well." 

Much trouble needs must cloud long life. 

But more of comfort I can tell. 
When 'reft of friends, sweet children — wife, 

" He hath done all things well." 

Dear wife ! thy wasted frame to tend. 
From thy worn cheek rough winds repel : 

Sad was it, but life's quiet end — 
" He hath done all things well." 

Children, how many safe, not lost. 

Each voice rings fresh from memory's cell ; 

Rejoice I when I mourn them most — 
" He hath done all things well." 



^ 



64 " He Hath Done all Things Well:' 

Old friends drop fast, as leaves when sere, 
Each blast that blows I hear a knell, 

That summons me to join their sphere — 
" He hath done all things well" 

Ever from evil brings He good. 

Blue skies when clouds fierce winds dispel, 
Sweet flower from thorn and bitter bud — 

" He hath done all things well." 

How could I, Christ, sure refuge know, 

My rock, my haven's citadel, 
If billows tossed not to and fro — 

" He hath done all things well." 

When man, primaeval curse of pride, 
'Gainst his Creator dared rebel. 

Sin's head to bruise did love provide — 
" He hath done all things well." 

Fallen man to raise His Son God sent ; 

Height to regain from which he fell ; 
He bids him but believe, repent — 

" He hath done all things well" 

From Bethlehem's crib to Calvary's cross 

Suffered the Hope of Israel, 
Not less could ransom Eden's loss ; 

" He hath done all things well." 

Self witnessing its origin 

His word he gave all doubts to quell, 
" His spirit's sword" to vanquish sin, 

" He hath done all things well." 



« 



George Moored 65 



What wondrous love that Jesus should 
The cross endure, Cxod visible, 

For sin atone by shame and blood ; 
" He hath done all things well" 

Aboundeth sin, but more abound 

The mercies of Emmanuel, 

In Him are peace, life, pardon found ; 

" He hath done all things well." 
1876. 



•* GEORGE MOORE:* 

In Memoriam. 

TN the devotion of enlightened zeal 
'*' Christ's love inspires, knowledge to spread he sought 
With spirit fervent, as when food he brought 
First to beleagured Paris. So to feel 
Sin's captives fed, with bread of life he wrought 
To feed them ; hearts that ignorant minds imbrute 
With living waters fill. None lacked in vain 
Boimty munificent or boon minute, 
Or school to rear, church build, or pastors train, 
Or cottage child with chosen book elate. 
God with mysterious lightning flash has ta'en 
His servant. Weep, but for his worth's true mate. 
Sweet solace hath she, balm that will endure. 
What multitudes have blest, will bless George Moore. 
Nov., 1876. 



p 



66 « Rocksy Fail on us:* 



" GEORGE MOORE.'' 
'' Stones shall be for Memorial/' 

Joshua iv. 7. 
'T'HIS iron age ! utilitarian greed 

So grasps and grinds, good men are not abashed ; 
Memories they most revere, to get them cashed 
And coined, fresh fund for philanthropic need. 
So healing charities with dead saint's bone 
Wrought monks. George Moore, peer, prelate, poor 

lament. 
Grudge we him silent, solemn monument ? 
In sacred aisle his name on still dead stone 
Would spirit live, life emulous inspire. 
There all far time what Cumbrian energies 
For Christ, for Cumbria achieved, to son would sire 
Point reverent, and bid " walk thou likewise," 
Mindful the light on path so nobly trod 

Was love to man, and glory to his God. 
Dec, 1876. 



''ROCKS, FALL ON US, AND HIDE US FROM 

THE WRATH OF THE LAMB,'' 

Rev. vi. 16. 

YJ^HERE shall the scorner hide, 

^^ Life's tumult over ? 

From the " Lamb's i^vTath" defied 

Will the rocks cover? 
Where now his merry scoff. 

Mute his mad laughter. 
Trembles he on brink of 

Unknown hereafter. 



" Rocks, Fall on t/s.** 67 

What profits reason's pride, 

Blind unbeliever ! 
Death will his doubts decide, 

Poor self-deceiver ! 
Should Gospel grace be true, 

Pardon neglected. 
What shall the rebel do, 

Jesus rejected ? 

Weep for the wasted past 

Of the kind-hearted. 
Little his works at last 

Peace have imparted ; 
Works done for praise of men, 

Not love of Jesus, 
Will they deliver when 

None but He frees us ? 

Worldling ! his fairest works 

Were of earth, earthy, 
Leaves where vain-glory lurks. 

Wither unworthy. 
Had he in God's decrees 

Sought peace he craveth, 
Jesus had given him peace ; 

None but He saveth. 

Mark the believer's end. 

Good faithful servant ! 
Death cannot from him rend 

Joy in faith fervent. 
F 2 



68 « Lord, Increase Our I^aith,'* 

What though his eyes grow dim, 
Cleaves the old story, 

How JesHs died for him 
Welcomes to glory. 

Tis but a simple tale, 

But his God told it. 
Faster all else shall fail 

Firmer he'll hold it. 
Radiant with joy and peace, 

Life he resigneth ; 
Is it his Lord he sees ? 

How his face shineth ! 
1876. 



> 



''LORD, INCREASE OUR FAITH." 

Luke xvii. 5. 

T ORD, hear my cry, my faith increase, 
^ I love not as I would, a grief 
That blights of faith the joy and peace; 
Lord, help mine unbelief. 

Not less Thy word revealed I trust, 
Thy voice of truth revere not less. 

But my soul grovels in the dust 
Of mine unlovingness. 

Respond I not to love so high, 

That Thou shouldst humble to man's form. 
For man to live, for man to die 

For me, of earth vile worm. 



" Manner of Death'* 69 

Thy power I know to pardon sins, 

Thy blood believe blots out their guilt ; 

But " God is love," His Heaven begins 
With love on strong faith built. 

To love Thee is my heart's desire, 
With love that shall as incense reach 

Thy presence, and as prayer aspire 
Thy spirit to beseech. 

Thy spirit give me, gracious God ; 

I hunger, thirst. Thy suppliant. 
Love in mine heart to shed abroad 

More love for which I pant 

The wisdom of Thy written word. 

The sweetness of its voice divine, 
They manifest Thy gloiy. Lord ! 

If but Thy spirit shine. 

Shine, Holy Spirit, by Thy light 

The Father's glory I discern 
In face of Jesus, at the sight 
My faith with love doth bum. 
1877. 



ISAAC SAID^^'I AM OLD, I KNOW NOT THE 

DAY OF MY DEATH r 

Gen. xxvii. 2. 

jM'ANNER of death, the when, the where? 
^^ It meet may be an old man's care. 
But peals with trumpet voice " prepare." 



70 " Manner of Death,^ 

Years he who numbers nigh fourscore, 
Dotard must be if deems he more 
Are left for him in Nature's store. 

Fain would I ere farewell to earth 
My brethren warn the souFs vast worth, 
How fleet from flesh it oft goes forth. 

Ah, whither when probation ends ? 
Death the veil lifts, the secret rends ; 
Doom of eternity depends. 

Would that my words might beacon bum 
On hearts that God's dread judgment spurn, 
" Dust art thou, unto dust return.'* 

The living know it, young and old. 
But treat it with indifference cold. 
As truth too trite, tale too oft told. 

" The living know that they shall die," 
However to brave it worldlings try. 
Death is most solemn mystery. 

Bright earth to leave for world unknown. 
In black abyss to plunge alone ! 
And the grave's horrors of its own. 

These shadows in death's night combine, 
But through the gloom a light doth shine, 
The light of Jesu's love divine. 

Though fails not faith in His full grace, 
What solemn awe that eie few days 
I may behold Him face to face 1 
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May see Him visible to these eyes, 
And be with Him in Paradise, 
If no flame-sword the gate denies. 

How dare I doubt of free ingress, 
My entrance bought with nothing less 
Than His own blood and righteousness ! 

That blood from taint of sin will cleanse, 
Raiment His own white robes He lends, 
Why heed I how depart I hence. 

But wayworn traveller nearing home. 
His wistful eyes will forward roam 
To mark what hills must yet be clomb. 

'Tis good, too, while we pilgrims are. 

To be with death familiar. 

And know his footsteps from afar. 

On verge of his dark vale of shade. 
With many its paths foreknowledge made, 
Faint steps will guide, dim vision aid. 

Be mine no vain imaginings ! 

For what the unknown future brings 

My soul expectant plumes her wings. 

** Time of the end" hides love all wise 

In manifold diversities 

Of hope deferred or glad surprise. 

Enough to know that we must die : 
By land or sea, day far or nigh ; 
Man searches, but thick clouds defy. 
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^* One dieth in full strength and ease/' 
" One's bitter soul no bread can please," 
" Alike in dust lie down both" these. 

In vernal mom with life earth glows, 

Burst leaf and flower, birds sing, grass grows. 

So bright is life, no shade death throws. 

Lo ! winter comes with icy breath. 
Fade leaf and flower, grass withereth. 
Clod of death's vale man lies beneath. 

Yon sea to-day how tranquil smiles. 
With billows hushed and rippling wiles, 
Man its calm breast to trust beguiles. 

To-morrow stirs fierce storm its waves. 
Death thunders from its ocean caves. 
Where young and old alike find graves. 

How many overwhelmed with care or grief. 
In fear of shame, or frenzy brief. 
Rush to self-slaughter's vain relief. 

Blindly they plunge in Satan's lure. 
Oblivious of God^s solace sure, 
Jesus, for all woes hearts endure. 

By various ways, but all of love. 
His own the Master calls above. 
Whose faith He will no longer prove. 

If it must be by slow decay 

This mortal frame shall melt away, 

** Strength will He give me as my day." 
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If anguish long I must sustain, 
And sickness sore and grievous pain, 
Then death will come more welcome gain. 

Appointed is a sudden blow, 

A tender Father wills it so, 

Why should I tremble swift to go ? 

Should my departure be so swift. 
No time is given one prayer to lift. 
Pardon than prayer is greater gift. 

He who long years has been my stay. 
Not more than I need bear will lay, 
" Yet will I trust Him though He slay." 

If sudden death shall be my lot. 
Let me be ready, fearing not, 
Nor how the aged oft die forgot. 

One veteran stricken as he stood 

Amid a jarring multitude. 

In harness fell for public good.. 

One in his quiet home more sage. 
Passed pondering the sacred page 
His title to Heaven's heritage. 

Another dozed to death, at ease 

Sitting his " Times " upon his knees, 

He dropped where times tumultuous cease. 

Myriads of minds Thiers patriot swayed. 
His own eight decades undecayed, 
At one brief beck death's call obeyed. 
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" He hath lived," his dirge was ; did it mean 
That he but lived for glory seen ? 
Not to have lived had- better been. 

Happier his end who heathen sod 
A missionary Bishop trod, 
And died a martyr for his God. 

# 

Yea happier I, whose soul's best state 
How weak ! to God is dedicate, 
And in His strength I watch and wait. 

For sudden death am I prepared ? 
What wealth of tenderness were spared 
The few who for the old man cared. 

What toil to her whose love supplies 
All that can duteous heart devise. 
To comfort mine infirmities. 

Fire, flood, or fiercer railway crash 
Oft to wild doom the gentlest dash. 
Fair flower so blasts the lightning's flash. 

Judge not the just one deals in wrath, 
When " cuts He short " his children's path ; 
Some merciful design He hath. 

Believers, when such woes appal, 
His providence regard in all, 
"Without whom doth not sparrow fall" 

In noonday glare, in public street, 
A man in all good works complete, 
George Moore we saw death roughest meet. 



" Manner of Death. " 75 

To friendship's eye with weeping dim 
Decree mysterious it might seem, 
Doubt not in mercy 'twas for him. 

So dire an end to life so spent 
Worldlings may call it accident, 
For many was monition meant. 

Ways not as ours God's purpose keep, 
Oft are " His judgments a great deep " 
When "gives He His beloved sleep." 

Whene'er, whate'er Thou dost bereave, 

I in my heart Thy word believe ; 

" Not willingly Thou, Lord, dost grieve." 

Be far from me presumptuous pride ; 
Should blow abrupt my course betide, 
Humbly I hope in Christ to hide. 

Who am I ? what my love, my zeal. 
That God to me should Christ reveal, 
A " covert from the storm" to feel ? 

My heart disowns the mystic's creed. 
That man ere death from sin is freed. 
Nor cleansing fount his daily need. 

I know that " in me no good dwells," 
When I would do good sin rebels, 
Christ only its dominion quells. 

" Dust art thou" is on earth man's doom, 
Of death and woe is sin the womb, 
Only in death finds sin its tomb. 
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And while sin lives its torment stings, 
With conflict heart the purest wrings, 
Only the grave deliverance brings. 

They who deny that Christian life 
Must to the end with sin be strife, 
Jesus of victory's crown deprive. 

As trumpet to the battle sounds 
His name, and every foe confounds. 
When sin assails, grace more abounds. 

My spirit more from world to wean. 

Ere summoned from life's troublous scene, 

What dark clouds yet may intervene. 

" Watch," Jesus bids ; sad shipwrecks teach 
How many a bark, the port in reach. 
Is cast away upon the beach. 

But shall I fear the tempest shock. 
The golden shore though breakers block, 
Christ while I cling to, Christ my rock. 

Refuge more firm each grasp He grows ; 
Peace gives He perfect, sure repose. 
That none but he who trusts Him knows. 

" Thou knowest that I love Thee, Lord !" 
My love with Thine hath faint accord, 
Yet art Thou in my heart adored. 

How could I with yon dark stream cope. 
That rolls so near within my scope. 
But that Thou art " my glory's hope." 
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Hope that no clouds of earth obscure, 
By faith it will to death endure, 
And " purifies as Thou art pure." 

In the night season, if depressed 
By natural fears that trouble rest, 
I lay them all on Jesu's breast. 

I know how oft ere morning break 
His aged He doth in slumber take. 
But shall I " in His likeness wake ?" 

And shall I soar in glad amaze. 
And reach the Golden City's blaze, 
And on " the Lamb its temple" gaze ? 

Such hopes are to my couch a wall, 
God*s gracious mercies I recall. 
True faith. His gift, transcending all. 

My heart leaps up with joy elate. 
His promise when I meditate, 
The promise of the sinless state. 

Reproacheth me my service scant. 
The height of Heaven for which I pant, 
Is there to be least ministrant. 

By light of Jesus and His word 

My lamp I trim, my loins I gird. 

To hymn of praise my heart is stirred. 

If conscience chills of praise my psalm, 
Prayer penitential breathes a balm. 
Sense of unworthiness to calm. 
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His word I search with reverence due, 
" His statutes right — His judgments true/' 
That " God is Love" I find there too. 

Love of such mercy infinite, 
Whate'er He wills it must be right, 
Though strange it seems to man's dim sight. 

Such thoughts tumultuous fi*et repose, 
In vain to sleep mine eyes I close ; 
Awake in memory other woes. 

Some natural grief to leave this scene. 
Lake, mountain, river, pastures green ; 
Dear home ! that life's delight hath been. 

Delight, but not without alloy ; 
Too much its culture was my joy. 
Too much its care my life's employ. 

To plan, to build, cut down, and plant ; 
By Art supplying Nature's want ; 
What profit now ? space need I scant. 

Than make God's earth more beautiful. 
Better had been seed-time more dull. 
Nobler the harvest now to cull. 

Yet will I hope counts not all waste, 
With Nature's God for Nature taste. 
Nor from celestial use erased. 

Creation's glories manifold. 

When He had made did God behold. 

How " very good" His pleasure told. 
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From sons of God glad shouts came forth, 
From stars of mom, admiring mirth, 
So beauteous, they rejoiced, is earth. 

My past I scan, what barren soil ! 
Produce, how poor from gravest toil. 
My busiest hours, what vain turmoil ! 

One labour is with gain replete, 

My Sabbath charge rewards me sweet. 

Dear little ones with hope to meet 

Nigh fifty years that in God's host, 
I hold a humble teacher's post ; 
High privilege I bless, not boast 

Blending with all sweet dreams of home. 
Its sunbeams once, pale shadows come. 
Not as they wont, in glee to roam. 

With curly locks and ruddy cheek. 
Bright eyes that happy childhood speak, 
And she, the mother, 'mid them meek. 

Dear children ! dearest, gentlest wife ! 
It cuts my heart as with a knife. 
Remembrance how ye gladdened life ! 

I will not wail, I will not weep. 
Safe in His fold will Jesus keep. 
Better than this rough world your sleep. 

Dear sainted wife, soon side by side. 
We both shall 'neath one turf abide. 
May no just doom our souls divide. 
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Thy bliss shall I unworthy share? 
Our home on earth we reckoned fair, 
But sorrow oft flung shadow there. 

More tranquil nook will be our grave, 
No breath disturb its quiet, save 
What trees we planted o*fer it wave. 

And church that hallows its green sod. 
Is where long years we worshipped Gfod, 
And sang His praise, and kissed His rod. 

'Tis but a fancy, yet it does 

Solace me, nigh that sacred close 

Old Skiddaw stands, pure Derwent floWs. 

Soars Skiddaw, ever solemn sight. 
Nor Derwent fails in Seaward flight. 
To chaunt a requiem day and night 

Etemit/s teunion, 

When shall we reach before His throhe. 

Who links us yet in spirit one ? 

Oft in the night-^atch silence breaks 
Voice like of my beloved, and speaks. 
Soft as lorn dove's that lost mate seeks. 

Philosophy may scout as vain, 

That hearts death-sundered meet again ; 

God's love, God's word, the hope sustain. 

I wait His will, but when I hear 
How life oft drags to lengthened year, 
My widowed heart desponds with fear. 

G 
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With faculties of life so strong, 

With feelings fresh, and heart so young, 

This flesh infirm may linger long. 

But memory mine so free to range 

O'er all IVe known of grand and strange. 

This century of wondrous change. 

Is it not sign of life nigh spent. 

When memory dwells with most content 

On childhood's trivial incident ? 

My motlier's chaunt, my nursery rhyme. 

The playground green, the church-belFs chime. 

All sights and sounds of youth's glad prime. 

All infant innocence did note, 

Fond fancies in my day-dreams float ! 

Is it derision — do I dote ? 

Shall dotage be the old man's doom ? 
Must I go tottering to the tomb ? 
Nor ray of reason light the gloom ! 

Shall I my veins with blood yet flushed 
To brain's decrepitude be crushed ? 
If such His will, be murmur hushed. 

My Judge as merciful, as just, 

When reason's light is quenched I trust 

Will reckon me returned to dust. 

Safe in His blood and righteousness. 
While yet 'tis day I onward press. 
That more of loye my faith confess. 



" Manner of Death:' 83 

Through trouble rest to enter in, 
His cross to bear, His crown to win, 
Decrees the Master's discipline. 

If I vile worm would with Him reign, 
I must not shrink to share His pain 
If " need be" for my greater gain. 

By suffering perfected He was ; 
Choice silver purges fire from dross, 
What furnace fiercer than His cross. 

Oh, mystery of mysteries ! 

What grief he bore to gain our bliss, 

" Never was sorrow like to His." 

But sorrow could not save alone. 
He for our life laid down His own, 
For sin His life-blood must atone. 

How is man, sin-defiled, so blind. 
He fails in God's own word to find 
That blood His cleansing fount designed. 

What is of clearer certitude, 

In Holy Writ, that only could 

Sins wash away that precious blood? 

And cattle from a thousand hills 

Have vouched in type, that Christ fiilfils 

By blood-oblation law that kills. 

The infinite to grasp aspire 
Wise of this world, what purer, higher. 
Than God in Christ can thought desire ? 

G 2 
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But not by force of cultured brain 
That simple truth can science gain, 
By God's free grace His babes attain. 

Man's natural heart more hard than stone, 

Great tribulation oft alone, 

Can melt this humbling truth to own. 

Oft sends His love a chastening wOe, 
And tears as showers of blessing flow 
To purge from pride of earth below. 

The thorn from touch tliii guards the rose, 
The dew that in its bosom glows, 
With thorn and dew its fragrance gro^s. 

Ah ! what long-suffering have I seen 

Borne with a patience so serene, 

That crippled frame might crown have been. 

Strength how provided, as her day, 
Witnessed last words I heard her say, 
" Jesus, He is my hope, my stay.'* 

And when she passed, a glad surprise 
Shone Hke a glory from her eyes. 
They sure had glimpse of Paradise : 

That light in dying visage seen 
Shines only when the life has been 
By steadfast faith in Christ serene. 

A light as when the sun is low. 
Pale mountains flush with afterglow ; 
As rivers flash that seaward flow. 
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Methinks from out the choral throng 

That swells the hallelujah song, 

I hear her voice breathe, " Lord, how long !" 

How long from het, how long from all, 

The multitude congenial. 

To be with whom is death's glad call ? 

But if with patience fai^ expands, 
" My times I know are in His hands,-' 
Who right ordains how run my sands. 

Enough thatniy Redeemer lives, 
And when appointed hour arrives, 
PeacjB, glory, endless life He gives. 

Death to abolish life He gavje, 
His word that cannot lie we have, 
" Only believe" and He will save. 

If genders love so wondrous doubt, 
But come to Him all fear without, 
His presence doubt and fear casts out 

That simple faith in Christ can heal, 
I know it by the Spirit's seal. 
As surely as His words reveal. 

I know, too, by His word as sure. 
Heaven without holiness secure 
None but the pure " as He is pure.'? 

This gives He, 'tis the Spirit's gift. 
But hands must strive and hearts uplift. 
Nor doers into dreamers drift 
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Why dream or dread I in what shape 
Death, conquering foe, his dart may drape. 
If I *^ the second death" escape. 

Sole refuge if I Jesus make, 

He will not leave me nor forsake 

In peace or war what form death take. 

Fierce raging in this hideous war 

All forms of the destroyer are 

That heart can dread, or soul abhor. 

Warrior who falls in battle-field. 
His faith's defender, country's shield. 
End noblest finds that death can yield. 

But war without a righteous cause 
No laurel wreath o'er carnage draws, 
From worldly lips to win applause. 

The cruel Turk, the crafty Russ, 
No sympathy deserve from us. 
More than barbarian brother does. 

In their wild strife accumulate 
All horrors of vindictive hate 
That rage fanatic aggravate. 

Vial of wrath so full would seem 

Fulfilment of prophetic scheme, 

" The drying up Euphrates' stream." 

Oh ! for the day when wars shall cease, 
I would " be still" if woes like these 
Will nearer bring the rince of Peace. 
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Darkest ere dawn is night. Oh ! may 
Quickly these war-clouds roll away, 
And advent speed of Jesu*s day. 

Is this a time on self to brood 
When war and famine have subdued 
To death most dire vast multitude ? 

I weep for woes outside my sphere, 
As listeners by their fireside cheer 
Howl of the night-wind piteous hear. 

My God I thank to mine old age 

Is given a peaceful hermitage, 

And hopes that fear of death assuage. 

With bodily ailments scarce acquaint, 
Though frail my frame I will not faint 
Nor make of Nature's course complaint. 

Bom with this century I was 
That vaunts all ages to surpass, 
I view its glory as in glass. 

Surveying from serener height 

What once I thought so fair and bright. 

How false now finds maturer sight. 

Life's wane regards not grandeur's pride, 
Its specious gauds no longer hide 
Ills that beneath vain-glory bide. 

I count such baubles no more worth 
Than bubbles that make infants' mirth. 
Or mists at mom yon mountain's girth. 
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F^ith lifts to purer heights above, 
Hope doth earth's vanities remove, 
As moon reflecting Jesu's love. 

In vision I on Pisgah stand, 

So pear now shines the promised land, 

Where I behold my sainted band. 

How many gone before ! ere Ipng 
I too may sing with that bright thrqng 
As erst on earth, " the Lamb's new song." 

The greenest glades of mepiory fill 
In silent groups their loved forms still, 
And come and go at their sweet ^ilL 

She mine espoused, in spirit ope 

By half a centiiry's union, 

S9 oft she comes, she scarce seems gqne. 

And when I grieve her geptle look 
Reproacheth me with meek rebuke 
That I brief time shpuld feel forsook. 

She beckpns me ; by which of njpdes 
Death shapes his smooth or rugged roads 
To go, not yet my heart forebodes, 
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matter if \ do not stray 
From Him whp is " the life, the way," 
But patient wait 'till dawns His day. 

Manner of death if \ might choose 
What most will profit others* use 

A»d glory of my God diSuse ? 
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My long life spent, a longer near, 

If $hows it, how faith calms death's fear, 

Some brother pilgrim it may cheer. 

I would that he, that all might feel 
The joy, the peace, salvation real, 
That God in Jesus doth reveal. 

For sjonpathy man's nature pants, 
A personal God for personal wants, 
Claims from the heart allegiance. 

When sense of sin His spirit stirs, 
IJow Jesus bore for us its curse. 
Faith to believe His grace confers. 

Praise of my God I oft have sung, 
But rare my friends beloved among 
Conversed of Him with fervent tonguf^. 

Yet of full heart such talk is test, 
In life too late, in death how best 
Shall Jesus be " my all" confessed. 

I would not make of death parade, 
Frail leaves may flutter as they fade, 
I frail as leaf would fall in shade. 

Death's portal while I contemplate, 
I would its opening silent wait 
As Lazarus at Dives' gate. 



Like lowly Lazarus I would lie, 
Clothed in a mute humility, 
That vaunted not of angels nigh. 
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Humility that did not boast 
Though carried by the heavenly host, 
In Abraham's bosom humbling most. 

When to my mansion I aspire, 
Song of the Lamb, no anthem higher, 
Will utter best my soul's desire. 

For I would reach my purchased rest 
With weight of ransom-price depressed. 
Less than the least unworthiest. 

Nor would I count heaven's joy complete 

Until the Crucified to greet, 

I lay my crown beneath His feet 

No boastful exit be my aim, 

But breathing reverent Jesu's name. 

His presence silent peace proclaim. 

Must tongue confess that I believe. 
Then Stephen's prayer my last sigh heave ! 
" My spirit, Jesus Lord, receive !" 
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Eternity, mysterious thought ! 

By light illumed that Jesus brought, 

Confounds no more with terror fraught 

Redemption by God's Word revealed. 

Word by the Holy Spirit sealed. 

From death its curse hath Christ repealed. 



" speak Lord, Thy Servant Hearethr s 

Green pastures from bleak earth, blest change ! 
The flock shall with its shepherd range ; 
Nor from His presence sin estrange. 

Unfold so near these mysteries, 
I grasp them bright realities, 
Faith in them fear of death defies. 

Death only can the body slay ; 
Manner of death— come when it may, 
" Jesus," Thou art my hope and stay. 
1877. 



''SPEAK LORD, THY SERVANT HEARETW 

I Sam. iii. c 
VON mountain to revere my God aright 
''• Must I ascend, commingling with the skies ? 
Exalt from earth will worship purer rise ? 
Or by lone sea feel I the infinite, 
Watching its waves loud booming on its sands. 
With swell that o'er space limitless expands ? 
More stills me night's mysterious eloquence ? 
Night with her glistening orbs of gleaming light. 
That gaze on me, th' all-seeing's myriad eyes. 
Not mountain top, lone sea, nor starry night. 
His presence brings I yearn for : when His word 
So speaks, that I respond " It is the Lord," 
Then my hushed heart adores with reverence. 
1878. 
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''THE REV. G, G. G ." 

In Memoriam. 

'* p\RAPE not in black the table" of my God, 

*^ Memorial of His death ; mine was not grief, 
From biuthen of high charge His love's relief. 
For I was lowly. Give me a green sod 
In ground I tended with foreboding care. 
Grand mountains gird it, silver lake shines there ; 
Oft will my loved ones hallow that abode : 
My people too — mine — sacred bond, though brief. 
True hearts ken truth, soon Cumbrian hearts discerned, 
How for their good supreme my young heart yearned. 
My people will in memory enshrine. 
How from sick poor I endless health inhaled ; 
" Jesus said it must be" — words ere sense failed 
My last — last conscious thought " His will be mine." 
1878. 



''SURE WORD OF prophecy:' 

2 Peter i. 19. 

C HINES mercy most, or miracle in God's Word? 
^ Never spake man like this all own who read ; 
Never was life like His, it doth record. 
Nor so laid down. . More witness do we need ? 
In prophecy's sure word speaks yet the Lord 
The scroll with light His spirit doth emblaze. 
There eyes that see not what next hour brings forth. 
On miracles of mind predictive gaze. 
Judgments minute, momentous, that He hath 
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Dewdrops of blessing, vials of His wrath 
Poured out from age to age ; His signs on earth, 
Turk, cities, empires, by their cumulate force 
Of doom fulfilled doubt vanquish, faith adores. 
1878. 

''ALL THAT LOVE OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST 

IN sincerity:' 

Ephes. vi. 24. 
WOULD have fellowship with all, 
Whatever the form their worship take, 
Who can with heart-communion call 
Me brother for our dear Lord's sake. 
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My mother Church I love, revere. 
Its fabric firm, its portals wide. 
Where all who Jesus love sincere, 
May come, and in pure faith abide. 

My Church I love, my Bible more, 
For on the Word my Church is framed. 
He whom the highest heavens adore, 
Hath by His Word His will proclaimed. 

Greater than Church and Bible far 
Is He who Church and Bible gave ; 
More precious than their lessons are. 
The blood He shed lost souls to save. 

I love for Christ my Church's zeal. 
That when dark hour of death arrives. 
Her last prayer bids me " know and feel," 
" None other name salvation gives." 
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How can I hold communion 
In sacred things with dear kind friends, 
Who truths revealed believe scarce one, 
On which eternal life depends ? 

How can I men as brethren greet 
To whom my Lord is an oflfence, 
His miracles as myths who treat, 
His Godhead will not reverence ? 

His truth to reason's pride they lower. 
The Holy Spirit dare deny ; 
They kneel not with me to adore 
The Holy Blessed Trinity. 

A living stream from Calvary flows. 
Atoning blood is life thereof ; 
Woe to the heart that never knows. 
Or spurns that healing stream with scoff. 

For many I love how deep my grief, 
But I will hope by grace divine. 
In souls now dark with unbelief, 
Christ's glorious Gospel yet may shine. 

Blind wanderers 'tis my heart's desire 
And prayer that God His Spirit send 
To warn you, as with tongue of fire. 
That none but Jesus calms life's end. 

Brief life ! fades fast its brightest day, 
And what a veil death's dart will lift ! 
To. Jesus come while yet ye may, 
But ask, His peace is God's free gift. 
1878. 
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** / HA VE BEEN VERY ZEALOUS FOR THE 

LORD god:' 

I Kings xix. 10, 14. 

C IGN I seek my soul assuring 
^ That I love Thee, Lord, sincere. 
With the faith to death enduring. 
With the love that casts out fear. 

Test it is of true emotion, 
Friend beloved to shield from shame. 
Love I Thee with like devotion. 
Tendering sensitive Thy name ? 

Not alone by service zealous 
Would I know that I believe. 
Am I for Thine honour jealous. 
Art Thou grieved, do I grieve ? 

Lord, I grieve for Thy dethronement, 
In the hearts where Thou shouldst reign, 
I could weep when for atonement 
Sinners blind Thy blood disdain. 

Ah ! they know not, gracious Jesus, 
What the peace Thy wounds impart. 
How from sin that fountain frees us. 
What a perfect peace Thou art 

I despise not forms sectarian. 
If they honour. Lord, Thy grace ; 
But I scorn when sceptics Arian 
Thy divinity debase. 
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Liberal, of all creeds made trial, 
None they deem to Christ adverse. 
Better Gospel truth's denial 
Than the faith that but prefers. 

Vain their boasts of highest culture, 
Science, philosophic doubt. 
Build they but a white sepulchre. 
Foul within if fair without. 

Learn of Thee, Lord, " meek and lowly," 
Must the proud and worldly-wise, 
Would they like Thee, pure and holy, 
Dwell with Thee in Paradise. 
1878. 
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" CHRIST IN YOU THE HOPE OF GLORY:' 

Col. i. 27. 

A T eve I watch from mine accustomed seat 
'^^ Imperial Skiddaw doff his purple array. 
And witli his circling peers don mantle gray. 
Ripples on lake reposing at his feet. 
Spreads out, upsprings, climbs rocks, cliflfs, ridge, how 

fleet 
Beam from hid sun : its glow melts gloom away 
Where'er its track, as chases infant's play 
Frown from hoar brow, nor with caress less sweet. 
Bright trail so traversing the twilight dim 
With tender gladness images clear shine. 
That oft when I am sad my spul and sense 



'' Pastoral Aidr 97 

Rekindles with " Hope's glory," sent by Him 
Sun of my soul, who, mystery divine. 
Sheds through my shades of night love's effluence. 
1878. 



''PASTORAL AWr 

** The Shepherds returned glorifying and praising God." 
** He went on his way rejoicing." 

IJ OW bountiful is God ! long life nigh spent> 

Long life must needs look back on many woes ; 
Peace through His blood the Prince of Peace bestows. 
And quiet home fair to my heart's content. 
Oft sainted men I mourn in grim towns pent. 
Faint, but for love of souls, their pastoral care ; 
Green grass rare gladdens them, nor pure free air ; 
Oft think I of them with grief reverent : 
Brave toilers ! would they here might rest brief pause ; 
To spirit willing in o'erburdened flesh, . 
Old Skiddaw's grandeur, yon still lakes sweet calm. 
Nature's primaeval charms, might be as balm. 
From mountain breeze inhaling vigour fresh 
Cheered they might go, dear Lord, to aid Thy cause. 
1878. 
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98 " Thy Comforts:' 



> 



''JN THE MULTITUDE OF MY THOUGHTS 
WITHIN ME THY COMFORTS DELIGHT 

MY soul:' 

PsAIrM xciv. 19. 

T WOULD my God pour out in «ong, 
^ In solemn song of fervent praise, 
The grateful thoughts that in me throng, 
For all Thy mercies all my days. 

Hosanna ! where shall I begin ? 

Hosanna with all memory blends, 
But Lord ! that Thou forgivest sin, 

That grace all other gifts transcends. 

How many my transgressions are ! 

How many duties left undone ! 
But guilt removing from us far ; 

From sin to save Thou gav'st Thy Son, 

His life. His death for sin atone ; 

If I repent, believe, confess. 
Without a merit of my own, 

He robes me in His righteousness. 

Love so abounding hard the task 
For man's dull mind to apprehend, 

The Holy Spirit if I ask. 

To light my darkness Thou wilt send. 

Come Holy Spirit while I wait, 

Abiding here to dust abased. 
Prepare my soul for that pure state. 

Of which Thy presence is foretaste. 



" Gather the Children:' 99 

Though were my sins as crimson red, 

Thou Ix)rd cans't make them white as snow ; 

Be not my soul disquieted, 
The peace of God begins below. 

Beyond the grave sure hope mine is, 

Without one weary, wandering thought. 
To worship in eternal bliss. 

The Lamb whose blood redemption bought. 
1878. 



''GATHER THE CHILDREN:* 

Joel ii. j6. 
'T'HEY come ! dear little ones ! a goodly sight ! 
^ They tramp, trip, toddle up in trim array, 
Not brighter the green grass they tread upon than 
they. 
In rural holiday, town-child's delight 
And merry music cheers their innocent play, 
Hosannas mingling as becomes this day. 
Such happy throng to greet o'erpowers me quite, 
I wot not mine old heart could swell again. 
To tenderness that scarce can tears restrain, 
Tears as mom's dew reviving. Moves me so. 
Not my dead past — their future — ^for I know 
The fellow Sabbath-labourers I behold. 
Those lambs will gently lead to Jesu's fold. 
And He will bless : what marvel my tears flow. 
August 9th, 1878. 
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loo '' Be of Good Cheer:' 



''BE OF GOOD CHEER, I HAVE OVERCOME 

THE world:' 

John rvi. 33. 
DE of good cheer, pilgrim faint and weary, 
^"^ Panting to reach the mansions of the blest ; 
Be of good cheer, a friend is ever near thee, 
Jesus will guide to, and give eternal rest 
What tho' life's cares a little while assail thee, 
What tho' life's woes bedew this vale with teard, 
Doubt may distress, the Spirit's comfort fail thee. 
Cleave to Emmanuel, His might will banish fears. 

Be of good cheer, &c. 

While here below we suflfer tribulation. 
Perils without and spirit-strife within ; 
War we must wage ere we can win salvation, 
" Only believe," true faith will conquer sin. 
He who for us lost wanderers left his glory, 
Veiled His divine, put on this fleshly frame. 
Trouble and grief encountered He before thee, 
Christ thy Deliverer, the world He overcame. 

Be of good cheer, &c. 

Be of good cheer ; at most a few more morrows. 
Pilgrims be strong and lo the promised shore; 
Jesus there waits to wipe away all sorrows, 
Angels rejoice, thy conflict is no more : 
Hail calm abode of pure celestial splendour. 
Hark that sweet burst of rapture beyond thought, 
Myriads redeemed their grateful anthem render, 
Worthy the Lamb whose blood salvation bought. 
Be of good cheer, &c. 



** Be ye Holy ; for I am Holy!* " loi 



'' SKIDD AWy 

T GAZE and gaze on thy* weird visage, Skiddaw, 

^ Till reverently my spirit bows, not trembles, 

For to my dream thy stately calm resembles 

Much the lone grandeur of the imperial widow. 

Who rules in silent majesty these realms. 

Would in each breast by window I might ponder 

Treasures each hath of wisdom, love, and wonder 

By long observance stored ; the thought^ overwhelms : 

She from pure height reflects England's wide worth. 

From all lands tribute of art, science, song. 

As the sun's rays yon moon, and shines serene. 

Thou mountain first from chaos didst come forth, 

Shades spectral of dead worlds thine aspect throng, 

Which, ere God's word this earth framed, thou 

hast seen. 
1878. 



''BE YE HOLY; FOR I AM HOLY^ 

I Pet. i. 16. 

C ALUTES my wakening gaze what ravishment 
^ Of deep blue sky, that morning fresh come forth, 
Flushes on pale face of the crystal north : 
Gazing its glow with all my being's blent 
Though canopies that sapphire vault scene fair 
As mead with mountain, lake with river make, 
I look not earthward, por mine eyes forsake 
Th' abyss entrancing of yon blue serene. 
Soon fades the aerial joy, unlike Heaven's bliss. 



I02 " Lovest Thau Mef Feed my Lambs:' 

That cloud ne'er blots, fruition ne'er abates. 

Ever to purity more pure elates 

To be with Jesus, see Him as He is ! 

Yet foretaste faint this blue sky may afford 

Of ''holiness without which none shall see the 

Lord." 
1879. 




'' LOVEST THOU ME ? FEED MY LAMBSy 

John xxi. 15. 
A LL a contrite sinner needeth 
^^ In this world of woe and strife, 
Lord, Thou givest ; all exceedeth, 
Love thy love, true light of life. 

Light on day the sun dispenses, 
Light the moon's soft beams diffuse. 

Light give stars where night most dense is. 
Life with light thy love renews. 

Love so large should love engender. 

Heart to love regenerate ; 
Heart to Thee, Lord, I would render 

Soul and spirit consecrate. 

When Thy mercies. Lord, I number. 

When to Calvary I turn. 
Will my love faint? can it slumber? 

Does not heart within me bum? 



" Lavesi Thou Me f Feed my Lambs^ 1 03 

Bums my heart to love Thee better, 
Bound to earth, far from Thy face ; 

But Thy love will love unfetter. 

And Thy grace will give more grace. 

He who Thy commandments keepeth 
Thou hast said he loves Thee best, 

And to wake him when love sleepeth 
Thou Thyself wilt manifest. 

Lord, Thy presence so delighteth 

With Thy glory in it felt, 
In cold heart it flame exciteth. 

Heart of stone to love can melt. 

Would mine eyes behold Thy beauty, 

In Thy presence would I bask, 
I must keep to path of duty. 

Rest must seek in lowly task. 

Come to rest. Thou all invitest. 

Weary, heavy laden all ; 
Sin might be a burden lightest. 

Sinners heed not Thy love's call. 

Do I differ ? Lord Thou knowest, 

But I do not love Thee less. 
When by light that Thou bestowest 

Most I feel my nothingness. 

Sign I ask — ^Thou givest me token, 

That I love in truth and deed, 
Zeal not yet by old age broken, , 

With Thy word Thy lambs to feed. 



I ©4 " Power of God unto Salvation J* 

Life aflfords me little pleasure, 
Like I feel, when as Thou bid'st 

I unfold Thy love's rich treasure, 
Humbly sitting in their midst 

When I trace in their young faces 

Light, Thy love's intelligence. 

Jubilant my heart with praise is, 

" Milk to babes" that I dispense. 
1879. 




*'/ AM NOT ASHAMED OF THE GOSPEL OF 
CHRIST, FOR IT IS THE POWER OF GOD 

UNTO salvation:* 

Rom. i. 16. 
IJOWsin, not sinners, must the Holiest hate, 
That sin to atone His Son the Father gave. 
His bosom left the Son lost souls to save ; 
Gospel so gracious, sin's offence how great ! 
Of all foul sin glares drunkenness most foul. 
Prolific mother of crime, woe, and wail. 
Yea, glorious England's glory drink doth pale. 
The plague to stay with pledge and platform howl. 
Jeering, while angels weep, vain man presumes ; 
And like the dame who 'gainst strong waters frantic 
Would with her besom sweep out tide-Atlantic, 
Brandishes brave his legislative brooms. 
All sin God loathes, in whate'er shape it lour ; 
phrist's gospel only is salvation's power. 

i«79. 



^^ Sonnet. FetrarchJ* 105 



I. 



> 



''ONE HOPEr 

Translation "Petrarca," s. 313. 
IVo piangendo i miei passati Tempi. 

T GO bemoaning times and seasons past, 

^ Which I have waste in love of earthly things, 

Nor flight have I essayed, though having wings 

Examples high I might have lift at last. 

Thou see'st my deeds unworthy and neglects, 

O King of Heaven ! Thy powers unseen ne'er fail. 

Succour my soul far-wandering and frail, 

Fulfil with grace abounding my defects. 

If that in storm and strife my life hath been, 

In haven may I die and peace ! if vairi 

Abiding was, departure be serene ! 

With what of life may yet to me remain. 

With death. Thine hand lend that I worthy cope. 

Well knowest Thou in none other have I hope. 

Circa, 1360. 



II. 



CO Petrarch prayed; his eye with age now dim, 
^ Eye that had looked upon a day of pride. 
When laurel crowned, Rienzi by his side. 
In Rome he stood, and Rome saluted him 
Her Poet Prince ! . Recks he not deathless fame. 
High learning linked to Doesy refined 



r 



" / H(we Compared:' 

Had won for him in gentle Italian mind, 
Since echoed hills Euganean Laura's name. 
Heaven's kingdom nigh, earth's vanities his heart 
Now loathes ; Laura and laureate crown fast fade, 
For grace that heaven's King only can impart, 
And peace, from pride of place so Petrarch prayed. 
In faith's simplicity and suppliant purity. 
As I, my Lord, my God ! from mine obscurity. 
1879. 



"/ HAVE COMPARED." 

Song of Sol. 

^ OT when from silver lake thy green slopes swell 
'*' ^ To steeps, and crags that culminate in ridge. 
Wide space that spans for billowy clouds a bridge, 
Skiddaw, thou dost in regal height excel. 
But when I view thee from thy peers apart. 
Towering majestic o'er their homage low. 
They with eve grey, thou crowned with suns last glow, 
Then Skiddaw hail ! of mountains queen thou art. 
Thou sacred roll, truth's record from time's birth. 
Where with voice multiple, harmonious mind 
God to man speaketh ; Thy transcendent worth 
Best with all books compared, truth's voice I find, 
Divine love breathing ; dl chords in me stirred 
Respond, thou Book of books thou art God's word. 
1879. 



" Go Forth:' 107 



''GO FORTH. 



f% 



.A4^IN£ eightieth year, my little bark to trim 

^ Time, or too late for launch; not yet to sail, 
Till my dull ear of praise or blame shall fail 
All sense ; and but abides heart-prayer to Him 
Who only can its destined course avail : 
Breathe may His Spirit love's propitious gale. 
Built was my bark for better work when dim 
Mine eyes were with night's shades ; when it goes 

forth, 
Cypress not, amaranth, its prow will deck ; 
No burden bears it of poetic worth, 
Rhymes rough as sailors' who in lifeboat venture. 
Souls perishing to pluck from whelming wreck : 
Hope will the helm take, rescued some may enter, 
Jesus, the haven, where " my lays " all centre. 
1879. 
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All a contrite sinner needeth 102 

All impulses of doubt or trust 10 

At eve I watch from mine accustomed seat .96 

Be of good cheer, pilgrim faint and weary 100 

Blessed Sabbath, day of days 22 

Can this stillness be death 52 

Celebrate we Thy name, Jesus 40 

Death, thou hast reft of bloom (Translation Petrarch) , . 42 

Drape not in black the table of my God 92 

Dreary, dreary, life is dreary 42 

Father, Creator, Thine eye ever sees us 7 

Far spent is day, not death I dread 37 

Guardian and glory of our land 32 

How balmy, Jesus, is the bliss 14 

How bountiful is God, long life nigh spent 97 

How changed are gentle dwellers in these scenes .... 26 

How near the brink, oh I solemn thought 51 

How sin, not sinners, must the Holiest hate 104 

I gaze and gaze on thy weird visage, Skiddaw loi 

I go bemoaning time and seasons past (Translation Petrarch) 105 

I love and reverence . , 13 

In a dear home dwells one of meekest mind 56 

In her loved home yet lives my lowly one 57 

In mercy God the veil remove ....-, 31 

In that delightful pleasaunce of the sun 15 



no Index. 

PACK 

In the devotion of enlightened zeal 65 

I would have fellowship with all 93 

I would, my God, pour out in song 98 

" Let there be light," God spake, "and there was light" . 43 

Lord, hear my cry, my faith increase 68 

Lord, I feel Thy presence when I 35 

Lord, Thy love in man's deliverance 30 

Manner of death, the when, the where 69 

Mayo, we weep no more, time's sands assuage .... 50 

Mine eightieth year, my little bark to trim 107 

My tale is told, my threescore years and ten i 

My trees, ye flourish fast as I decay 39 

Nigh fourscore years' experience 62 

Not least I count. Lord, of Thy gifts 55 

Not, Lord, the life that Thou didst live 21 

Not when from silver lake thy green slopes swell . . . 106 

Oft to night wanderer through the darkness dense ... i 

Oh ! the weary, weary changes 8 

Peace-giving Saviour, life's dread night draws near ... 6 

Rebuke not. Lord, in anger 44 

Salutes my wakening gaze what ravishment loi 

Scoff not that earnest men in faith allied 36 

She was mine inmost soul's heart-mate 58 

Shines mercy most, or miracle in God's Word . ^ . . . 92 

Sign I seek my soul assuring • • • • 95 

So full is life, men heed not death 17 

So Petrarch prayed, his eye with age now dim .... 105 

Strange blindness, sinful man 38 

Strange doubts my stricken heart is sorrow true .... 41 

Teach me. Lord, my days to number 18 

The conscious heart, the troubled mind 24 

The deep blue sky yon sea more blue 11 



Index. Ill 

PAGB 

They come 1 dear little ones ! a goodly sight 99 

This iron age ! utilitarian greed » . » 66 

This twilight hour that links to day far spent 18 

Thou knowest that I love Thee, Lord 49 

Thy promise, Lord, I plead 23 

We leave thee lone in lodging cold 9 

What availeth, what availeth 15 

What is this difiuses calm 46 

What perfect peace gives simple faith 1 1 

When comes the day, and come it must 26 

When I linger on verge of the grave's dark abjrss .... 48 

When sleep forsakes hie, aged man 47 

Where shall the scomer hide 66 

Why should the enlightened shun the light 20 

Would that my words were printed in a book 8 

Woe to the blind the envious hate 59 

Yon mountain to revere my God aright . 91 



THE END. 
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